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For the Grace of Go FE Haga aries «110 &% 8 


Men hath appeared; teaching us, that denying Ungodli- 
neſs and worldly Lufts, we ſhould live foberly, e 
and godly, in this preſent World; looking for that Me ix 
Hope, and the glorious Appearing of the great God, 4 ( 


our Saviour-JEsUS CHRIST ; a0 2 Himſelf for 44, | 


NIQUITY, and . 
rify unto Himſe Fa prey People, zealous of good 1 5 5 1 


that He might redeem us from ALL 


Tir, ii, 11, 12, 13, 14. 
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1. 


{ againſt Cbriſtian Perfection (the 
2252 of Lew 0 4 following 
3 Verſes) may chiefly ariſe from a 
Miſapprebenſion of the Nature A it. We wits 
lingly allow, and continually declare, there is N 
ſuch Perfection in this Life, as implies either a 
Diſpenſation from doing Good, and attending all 
the Ordinances of Gop; or a Freedom from Ig- 
norance, Miſtake, Temptation, and a thouſand 
2 neceſſarily connected with Fleſh and 
lood. | | | 
2. Firſt, we not only allow, but earneſtly con- 
tend, (as for the Faith once delivered to the 
Saints) That there is ho Perfection in this Life 
which implies any Diſpenſatiam from attending All 
the Ordinances of God, or from doing Good un- 
to All Men, while we have Time, tho” ſpe- 
cially unto the Houſhold of Faith. And who- 
foever they are who have taught otherwiſe, we are 
convinced are not taught of Gop. We dare not 
receive them, neither bid them Gop ſpeed, 10% 
we be Partakers of their evil Deeds. Mie believed 
that not only the Babes in CHRIST, who have newly 
| found Redemption in his Blood, but thoſe alſa wha 
are grown up unto Perfect Men, unto the Meas 
ſure of the Stature of the Fulneſs of CHRIST, 
are indiſpenſably obliged (and that they are obliged 
thereto is their Glory and Crown of Rejoicing) 
as oft as they have Opportunity, to eat Bread ard 
FE A 2 drink 


"KERHAPS the general Prejudice» 
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| drink Wine, in Remembrance of Him; 10 ſearch 
| the Scriptures ; by Fafting (as well as Temper- 
EF ance) ta keep their Bodies under, and bring 
them into Subjection: And above all to pour out 
their Souls in Prayer, both ſecretly, and in the 
great Congregation. | 
3. Mo, ſecondly, believe, and therefore ſpeak, 
and that unto All Men, and with much Aſſurance, 
That there is no ſuch Perfection in this Life, as 
Implies an entire Deliverance, either from Igno- 
rance or Miſtale, in Things not eſſential to Sal- 
vation, or from manifold Temptations, or from 
numberleſs Infirmittes, wherewtth the corruptible 
i Baca more or leſs preſſes down the Soul, This is 
the ſame Thing which we have ſpoken from the 
| Beginning : IJ any teach otherwiſe, they are not 
of us. We cannot find any Ground in Scripture 
to ſuppoſe, That any Inhabitant of an Houfe of 
Clay, is wholly exempt either from bodily Infirm- 
| ties, or from Ignorance of many Things; or to ima- 
[1 Fine Any is incapable of Miflake, or of falling in- 
ö to divers Temptations, No; the Diſciple is not 
above his Maſter, nor the Servant above his 
Loxp. It is enough that every one who is 
Perfect, ſhall be as his Maſter. __ 
4. But what then, it may be aſked, do you © 
k mean by One that is Perfect, or One that is as 
13 kis Maſter? Vie mean, One in whom is the 
|. Mind which was in CHRIST, and who ſo walk- 
. eth as He walked; @ Man that hath clean 
0 Hands and a pure Heart; or that is cleanſed 
Fl from all Filthineſs of Fleſh and Spirit: One 
. in whom there is no Occaſion of ſtumbling, 


1 and wha accordingly doth not commit Sin. To 
4 | ” declare 
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declare this a little more particularly, we under 
Hand by that ſcriptural Expreſſion a Perfect Man: 
One in whom Gov bath fulfilled his faithful 
Mord, From all your Filthineſs, and from 
all your Idols will I cleanſe you.—I will 
| alfo fave you from all your Uncleanneſſes. 
We underſland hereby, One whom Gop hath 
ſanctified throughout, even in Body, Soul, and 
Spirit: One who walketh in the Light, as He 
is in the Light, in whom is no Darkneſs at 
all; the Blood of JESUS CHRIST his Song 
having cleanſed him from all Sin. 
F. This Man can now teflify to all Mankindy: 
Tam crucified with CHRIST, nevertheleſs I 
live; yet I live not, but CHRIST liveth in 
me. 2 is Holy, as Gop who called him is 
Holy, both in Liſe and in all Manner of Con- 
verſation. He loveth the LoxD his Gon 
with all his Heart, and ſerveth Him with all 
his Strength. He loveth his Neighbour (every 
Man) as himſelf; yea, as CEHRISHTH loved us: 
Them in particular that deſpitefully uſe him and 
perſecute him, betarfe they Know not the Son, 
neither the Father. Hntleed his Soul is all Love, 
filled withBowels of Mercies, Kindneſs, Meek- 
neſs, Gentleneſs, Lotig-fuffering. And his 
Life agreeth thereto, full of the Work of Faith, 
the. Patience of Hope, the Labour of Love. 
And whatſoever he doth, either in Word or 
Deed, he doth it all in the Name, in the Love 
and Power of the Lord JESus. In a Word, 1 
He doth the Will of Gon on Earth, as it is N 
done in Heaven. | | | 
A 3 6. This 
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6. This it is to be a Perfect Man, 0 be ſanc- 
tified throughout, created anew in IEsus 
CHRIST : Even to have a Heart fo All-flam- 
« ing with the Love of Gop (to uſe Archbiſhop 
«© Uſher's Words) as continually to offer up every 
& Thought, Word, and Work, as a ſpiritual Sa- 
& crifice, acceptable unto GoD, thro” ChRIST.““ 

In every Thought of our Hearts, in every Word 

of our Tongues, in every Work of our Hands, To. 

hew forth his Praiſe who hath called us out 

- of Darkneſs into his marvellous Light! Q 

that both wwe, and all who ſeek the LoxD IEsus 
in Sincerity, may thus be made Perfect in One 
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SACRED POEMS. 


The Portieth Chapter of TSALAR. | 


J Onſet; ye Miniſters of Grace, 3. 
8 Comfort the People of your Logp, f 
O lift ye up the fallen Race, 1 

And chear them by the nnn 


2 Go, into every Nation go, | | 
Speak to their trembling Hearts, and cy „ 
Glad Tidings unto All we new; | 


' Teru/alem, thy Gop is nigh. OW 


3 Accompliſh'd is thy legal War, 
The Mantle Oer thy Sins is ſpread ; 
Thy Gop the Puniſhment hath bore, g 
Thy Gop the Debt hath more thim paid. | 


4 Puniſh'd thou art, for He hath died, 
( (The Merit of is Death is Thine} 
Abſolw'd, and free 
. And cloath'd in in Melee Divine. 


- a 
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5 5 Fark in the Wilderneſs a Cry, 


A Voice that loudly calls, Prepare! 
Prepare your Hearts, for Gop is nigh, _ 
And means to make his Entrance there. 


6 The Loxp your Gop ſhall quickly come: 
Sinners, repent, the Call obey ; 
Open your Hearts, to make Him Room ; 
Ye Deſart-Souls, prepare his Way. 


7 The Lox ſhall clear his Way thro? All, 
WMhate'ꝰer obſtructs, obſtructs in vain; - 
'The Vale ſhall rife, the Mountain fall, 

Crooked be ſtrait, and Rugged plain. 


8 Nature perverſe and rough ſhall yield, 
TY Aſpiring droop, the Abje& dare; 
Alike by ſovereign Grace compell'd, 
Deſpair ſhall hope, and Pride deſpair. 


9 When all into Subjection brought 
Level ſhall lie, and humbly low, 
Wha captivated every Thought, 
His Glory then the Lokp ſhall ſhew. 


to The Glory of the Lox diſplay'd, 
Together all Mankind ſhall view; 
And what his Mouth in Truth hath ſaid, 
His own Almighty Hand ſhall do. 
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g-: Ithering as Graſs is Human-kind, 
And fleeting as the ſhort-liv'd'Flower ; / 

The Goodlineſs To-day we find, 
To-morrow fades, and is no more. 
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2 Man, fooliſh Man, his Virtue ſhews, 
Which for a Moment charms our Eyes, 
The Sin-convincing Spirit blows, 
Withers the Flower, and fades, and dies. 


z; Dies the gay Flower of human Pride, 
The Word of Gop ſhall ſtand ſecure; 

The Word of God ſhall fill abide, : 
And firm from Age to Age endure. - 


4 Sion, aſcend the Mountain-Top, 
| Feruſalem, the Grace proclaim 3 
Herald of Gop, thy Voice lift up, - | 
And ſtrongly ſhout the Saviour's Name. 


5 Good Tidings ſhew to Judab's Race, 
Publiſh throughout the Earth abroad 

Good Tidings of redeeming Grace, 
And cry to All, behold your Gon! 


6 Behold the Loxy your Gop ſhall come, 
And bow the World to his Command ; 
His out-ftretch*'d Arm ſhall make Him Room: <a 
Who can his out-ftretch'd Arm withſtand? 73 


7 Lo! an exceeding great Reward, | 
Himſelf to humbled Souls He gives; 
He fills whom firſt He hath prepar d, 
And All in All for ever lives. 


8 Shepherd of Souls, his tender Care 
Shall kindly for his Flock provide; 
The Lambs He in his Arms ſhall bear, 
And ſweetly in his Boſam hide. 


9 His Sheep He ſhall proteR and feed, | 
Bind up the Maim'd, ſupport the Weak ; 
The Great with Young ſhall gently lead, 
And ſeek the Loſt, and heal the Sick, 


- 
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Part the Third. 


I N= doth his Love eclipſe his Might. 
Or leſſen his majeſtic Powers, 
Tho ſtooping from his Glory's Height, 
Who is ſo great a Gov as ours! | 


2 He in the Hollow of his Hand 
Meaſur'd the vaſt unbounded Main; 
The wide extended Heavens He ſpann'd 


« * 0 " 


Infinity his Arms contain. | 
3 He meeted out the Earth, and poisd 
The Mountains, hung on empty Space, 
When all the Morning -Stars rejoic'd, 
And ſhouted their Creator's Praiſe. 


4 Creation's Line his Wiſdom laid, 
He graſp'd the Chaos with his Fiſt: 
i. Sea, Air, and Earth, and Heaven He weigh'd, 
14 And bad th' exact Machine conſiſt. 


5 Who with the great omniſcient Gop, 
Angel or Man in Council join d. 
To Him the Way of Judgment ſnew'd, 
Or taught that All- informing Mind? 


6 He, high enthron'd above all Height, 
A Partner in his Work diſdains; 
In Power and Knowledge infinite, 
The ſelf- directed Spirit reigns. 


7 See the vaſt Tribes that crowd the Face 
Of Earth, the Iſlands ſcatter'd wide; 
Survey the whole of Human- race, 
Their Wealth, their Number, and their Pride. 
8 Light as the Ballance- duſt, and ſmall 
To Him as the minuteſt Grain, 
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Their Millions into Nothing fall, 
Or ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain. 


9 The Nations with their Gop compare _ 
(A Dropwith the unfathom'd Sea) 
They vaniſh All, diſſolv'd in Air, 
And loſt in his Immenſity. 


10 Lights than Vanity, and leſs 
an Nothing, He on All looks down ; 
Nor can their Services appeaſe 


His Wrath, or mitigate has Frown. 


11 Lebanow brings her Stores in vain, 
Nor all her Cedars can afford, 
Not all her Beaſts for Sinners ſlain, 
An Offering worthy of their Loxp. 


12 Nothing the Creature adds to Him, 
| From whom their borrow'd Being flow'd, 
Who Self-ſufficient and Supreme | 
Exiſts, the One Eternal Gov. 


Part the Fourth, 


AY ns, ye Worms of Earth, to whom ' 3 


Will ye your glorious Gop compare 
Vainly — all his Works ye roam, 


To find JeHovan' O Likenels there. 


2 The vile Idolater belies > 
His Image with a Golden Shrine, 
To — the Godhead tries, 
And Stocks and Stones 1 divine. 


Man his own Deity reveres, x 
By Self. delight. and Self- eſteem, 

Whate'er the Sinner hopes, or fears, 
FT * _— is God to him. 
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4 But have ye not his Being known, 


And clearly ſeen by Nature's Light; 
Have not the antient Fathers ſhewn, 
And you confeſt the Infinite ! 


5 The Heavens his glorious Power proclaim, 
TH Inviſible on Earth is ſhew'd, 
Nature is written with his Name, 
And all Things ſpeak their Builder Gop. 


6 Creation to his Law ſubmits, 
His Rule He over all maintains, 
High on the Globe of Heaven He ſits, 
And undiſturb'd for ever reigns. 


7 Th' Inhabitants of Earth from thence, 
As Graſhoppers his Eye beholds; 

His Hand, and Power, and Providence, 

The Curtain of the Heavens unfolds. 


8 *Tis He who ſtretch'd them out, tis He 


Who {till the wide Pavilion ſpreads, 
That blue, ethereal Canopy, 


And draus it o'er his Creatures Heads. 
9 Princes and Kings that dare withſtand 


Their uncontrouPd Creator's Sway, 
Shall ſink beneath his mighty Hand, 
And fall, and fade, and die away. 


10 Planted a while, or ſown below, | 
Their Stock accurſt ſhall ne'er take Root; 
The Loxp upon their Pride ſhall blow, 
Wither the Flower, and blaſt the Fruit. 


11 Say then, ye abject Worms, to whom 
Will ye your glorious Gop compare? 
Who ſhall his Holineſs preſume 


To match, or who his Power ſhall dare? 
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12 Lift up your Eyes to Things on high, 
Nor fix on Earth your 22 Thought, 
Who built yon azure vaulted Sky ? 
Who ſpoke thoſe beauteous Orbs from nought? 


13 Gop only Wiſe, and Great, and Strong, 
Made them to run their Heavenly Race; 
(Knowledge and Might to Gop belong, 
Honour, and Majeſty, and Praiſe.) 


14 Their radiant Hoſts He marſhals right, - 
Their Nature, Names, and Number knows ; 
He bid them in their Courſes fight, 
And blaſt their Great Creator's Foes. 


15 They hear; and each his Will performs, 
And lo! to Man they ever call, 
Lift up your Eyes, ye abject Worms, 
« Adore the glorious Cauſe of All!” 


Part the Fifth. 


I HE World He made He ſtil fallains, 


- Why then doit Thou, O 7/-ecl, ſuy, 
My Gop forgets his People's Pains, 
His Jacob is a Caſt-away. 
2 Repent thee of thy pceviſh Haſt-, 
Recall the 1 Word, 
No more complain, © The Hour is paſt. 
And I have weari:d out my Lok 9,” 


3 Haſt thou not heard; haſt thou not known + 
The Everlaſting Gon, that laid 
The Earth's Foundations, rules alone, 
Nor fgints to bear the World He made: 
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4 Jehova is unchangeable;, 1 7 © 

His Ways, and Thoughts, are not as ours, 
He chears the languid Souls that fail, 

And quickens all their drooping Powers. 


5 Gently He lifts the Fallen ur 
He gives them Faith, and Faith's Increaſe, 
Revives their feeble, dying Hope,, 
And fills with Love, and Joy, and Peace. 


6 Blaſted the Vigour of the Young 
| Shall fade, and ſuddenly decay, 
The Bold, and Confident, and Strong, 
Shall fear, deſpair, and die away. 


7 But they who wait upon the Lo xp, 
Shall ſurely find his Promiſe true, 
Receive the quick*ning powerful Word, 
And born of God their Strength renew. 


8 Their willing Souls from Sin ſet free, 
Shall wiffſy in his Statutes move, 
Shall walk in glorious Liberty, 
Shall fly upon the Wings of Love. 


9 With Eagle's Wings their Souls ſhall riſe, 
Steady and ftrong to Heaven ſoar, 
Regain on Earth their Native Skies, 
And faint, and fall, and fin no more. 


ll Y 


The Sixty-third Chapter Is ALA. 
[The Firſt Part alter'd from Mr. Norris.} 
O common Viſion this I ſee, 


| . 
N In more than human Majeſty, 
Who is this mighty Hero, who 

With glorious Terror on his Brow? 
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2 His deep-dy'd crimſon Robes out-vie . - 


The Blues of che Morning Sy), 1 | 


Lo! how triumphant He appears, 
And Victory in has Vitage wears! 


3 How ſtrong, how ſtately: does He go! 
Pompous and folemn is his Pace, 
And full of Majeſty his Face: 
Who is this mighty Hero, Who? 


4 Tis I, who to my Promiſe ſtand ; 0 
I, who Sin, Death, Hell, and the Grave 
Have feil'd with this all- conquering Hand: 

Tis I, the Lok p, mighty to ſave, 


5 Why wear'ft Thou then this crimſon Pie, 


Say, Thou all- conquering Hero, Why? 
Why do thy Garments look all red, 
Like them that in the Wine-fat tread? 


6 The Wine-preſs I alone have trod, 
That pond'rous Maſs I ply'd alone, 
And with me to aſſiſt was none, 

A Taſk worthy the Son of Gp! 


7 Angels ſtood trembling at the Sight, 
Enrag'd I put forth all my Might, 
And down the Engine preſt; the Force 
Put frighted Nature out of Courſe : 


8 The Blood guſh'd out, and checquer'd o'er = 


My Garments with its deepeſt Gore, 
With glorious Stains bedeck'd I ſtood, 
And writ my Victory in Blood. 


9 The Day, the ſignal Day is come, 
Vengeance on all my Foes to take, 
, 


The Day, when Death ſhall have its Doom 


v1 


And the dark Lingen Powers ſhall fake. 
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10 J lookx'd who to aſſiſt ſtood by : - 
1 Trembled Heaven's Hoſt, nor rentardnighs | 
' | Ex'n to my Father did I look 
In Pain; my Father me forſook. 


11 A while amaz'd I was to fee 
None to uphold, or comfort me: 
Then I aroſe in Might array d, ä - 
And call'd my F ury ta my Aid: 7 | 1 


12 My ſingle Arm the Battle won, 
And ſtrait th' acclaiming Hoſts above, 
Hymn'd in new Songs of Joy and Love, 
Jenovan, and his conquering Sonn. 


O art the Second. 


Too will magnify the Lox n, 
And emulate the Angels Lays, 
His Loving-kindnefles record 
In Sounds of Everlaſting * 


2 For al He hath on us beſtow'd, 
I his only Tribute can [I bring, 

Extol the Mercies of my Gop, 
His Multitude of Mercies ſing. 


3 How good to Ifael 's choſen Race! 
Who, who can all his Goodneſs tell? 
So rich in unexhauſted Grace, 
His Riches are unſearchable. 
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4 Surely, He ſaid, mine own they ar are, '% 
My People will not faithleſs prove, 7 

My Children will not ſlight my Care, 
Or diſappoint a Father's Love, 
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5 Sweetly He ſtrove their Hearts to gain, 

He wood them to embrace his Will; 

They never aſk'd his Help in vain, 
But found a preſent Saviour ſtill. 


6 Dear as the Apple of his Eye, 
In all their Griefs He kindly griev'd; 
The Angel of his Preſence nigh, | 
From all the fav'rite Nation ſav'd. 


7 He reſcued when to Evil ſold, TEES 
Nie ſnatch'd them from impending Harms, 
Carried them all. the Days of old, 
Safe in his everlaſting. Arms. 


8 He magnified his ſaving Power, 
Call'd them his utmoſt Grace to prove, 
With infinite Compaſſion bore | 
The Objects of his tend'reſt Love. 


9 But O! they ſoon forſook their Go, 
The faithleſs and rebellious Race 
In devious Paths of Evil trod, 
And priev'd the Spirit of his Grace. 


10 They vex'd; and forc'd his Wrath to riſe, 
| His Vengeance fell ſo long delay'd: 
Conſtrain'd the Rebels to chaſtiſec, 
He pour'd his Judgments on their Head. 


11 His Mercy then He call'd to mind, _ 
He call'd to mind the antient Days, 
When only merciful, and kind, | 
He ſmil'd on the peculiar Race. 


12 Where is He now—their God, their Guide! 
(He — their Hearts the powerful Plea) 
here is He row, their Hearts replied, 
Who brought his Tue from the Sea? 

& 
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13 Who plae d a Shepherd o'er the reſt, 
gave him Wiſdom from 3 

And 3 into his peaceful Breaſt 
The meck, mild Spirit of his Love. 


14 Them by the Hand of Meſs led, 
lis Power and Goodneſs to proclaim, | 
Beyond the Bounds of Time to ſpread. - 

Jenovan's Everlaſting Name. [+ 


15 The Loxp of Hoſts in All appear'd, 
. ſmote the Sea with Moſes Rod, 
His glorious Arm aloft He rear'd, * 
15 parting Sea confeſt its Gov. 


16 He brought them thro? the wond'rous Way, 
The Deep was dry at his Command, 
Secure they march'd in firm Array, , 


Nox ſtumbled, till they reach'd the Land. 


17 Smoeth as the gen'rous nurtur'd Beaſt, 
Into the verdant Vale goes down, 
To bring them to that mis — 
His Spirit gently: led chem | 


18 Thus didſt Thou guide thy choſen Race, 
That every Tongue might ſpeak thy Fame, 
And Earth and Heaven conſpire to prai 
The God of Iael's glorious Name. 


Part the Third: 5 


OD of 8 Ma; eſty, 
High as Thou art, — Heaven look down, 
Holy, and Jos we cry to Thee, | | 
Dahold us from thy . Thronel” 
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2 Where is thy Strength to conquer din ; 
Thy Zeal to fave à fallen Race?” >" | 
Thy Bowels ſounding from within?” 
Thy Mercies, and thy par&ning Grace? 
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3 Thy Pity, and paternal Care, _ 

The tender Yearnings of thy Heart, 

Are they-reftrain'd? Is Fury there? 
Ah no! Thou ſtill our Father art. 


4 Doubtleſs Thou art our Father ſtilt. 
Tho? Abraham his Seed diſowns 
Debas'd by Sin, tho? Iſrael © 
Renounces his degenerate Sons. 


5 Our Loxp, and our Redeemer now-- * 
Thou art, and wilt be ſtill the ſame, 
Our Everlaſting Father Thou; 
Jenovan is thy glorious Name. 


6 Why then, O Loxo, if ours Thon art., 

Why haſt Thou ſuffer'd us to rove? 

Withdrawn thy Spirit from our Heart. 
And left us to our Want of Love? 


7 Why haſt Thou hid thy lovely Face, 

And caus'd us from thy Paths to err? 
Abandan'd by reſtraining Grace,  _. 
Our Hearts were harden'd from thy Fear. 


* 


* 


8 Yet, Logo, for Thee again we mourn: 
Nou let our Prayers thine Aid engage, 
Now for thy Servant's Sake return, 

And chear thy drooping Heritage. 


9 The Land we fondly deem'd our own * 
( (Alas, how ſhort a Time enjoy d) 
Our Adverſaries have oerthro-w, 

And trampled on the Houſe of Gert: 
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10 Vet We are Thine, tho? dif 
And Outcaſts from the promis'd 
They never have thy Sway one Land; | 
Or yielded to thy juſt Command. 


11 We, we are call'd by thy Great Name, 
Accept our Plea, thine Ear incline, 
Thine, LokD, we are, renew thy Claim, 
Receive, and ſeal us ever Thine. ny 
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G OD's HUSBANDRY. 


[From the REA, 


IGH on his everlaſting Throne, 


The King of Saints his Works ſurveys, 


Marks the dear Souls He calls his own, 
And ſmiles on the peculiar. Race, 

He refts well-pleas'd their Toil to ſee, 
Beneath his eaſy Yoke they move, 
With all their Heart and Strength agree 

In the ſweet Labour of his Love. 


2 His Eye the World at once looks thro”, 
A vaſt uncultivated Field! 
Mountains and Vales, in ghaſtly Shew, 
A barren uncouth Proſpect yield. 
Clear'd of the Thorns by human Care, 
A few leſs hideous Waſtes are ſeen, 
Yet {till they all continue bare, 
And not one Spot of Earth is green. 


4 See where the Servants of their Gop,. 
A buſy Multitude, appear, 

For Iss Day and Night employ'd, 

His at they un to clear. 
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6 Where'er the faithful Workers turn, 
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The Love of Car1sT their Heart-conflramsj 
And ſtrengthens their unwearied Hands, 

They ſpend their Sweat, and Blood, and Pains, 
To cultivate Imrmanuel's Lands. 


4 Alarm'd at their ſucceſsful Toil, 
Satan and his wild Spirits rage, 
They labour to tear up, and ſpoil, 
And blaſt the riſing Heritage 
In every Wilderneſs they ſow 
'The Seed of Death, the carnal Mind, 
They would not let one Virtue grow, 
Or leave one Seed of Good behind. 


5 Yet ſtill the Servants of their Logy 
Look up, and calmly perſevere, 
Supported by the Maſter's Word 
Ihe adverſe Powers they ſcorn to fear; --. - ' 
Gladly their happy Work purſue: — 
The Labour of their Hands is ſeen, 
Their Hands the Face of Earth renew,  _ 
Diverſified with chearful Green. 


The Steps of Induſtry appear, 
They — the dry Wood 5 burn, 
They labour with unwearied Care 
The Fruits of Sodom to tread down, 
To root up each accurſed Seed 
By Satan and his Servants ſown, | 
And plant the Goſpel in its Stead. 


7 To dig the Ground, they all beſto “, 
Their Lives; from every ſoften'd Clod _ 
They gather out the Stones, and ſow 
| Th' immortal Seed, the Word of Gop: 
They water it with Tears and Prayers, 
Iuhhey long for the returning Word, 
Happy, if all their Pains and Cares 
Can bring forth Fruit to pleaſe their Log p. 


£ 
* 
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8 Jesvs their Toil delighted fees, | 
Their Induftry vouchſafes to crown, 
He kindly gives the wifh'd Increaſe, 
And 3 the promis'd Bleſſing down: 
The Sap of Life, the Spirit's Powers, 
He rains inceſſant from above, 


He all his gracious Fulneſs ſhowers, 
To perfect their great Work of Love. 


9 He proſpers all his Servants Toils: 
But of pecuhar Grace has choſe 
A Flock, on whom his kindeſt Smiles, 
And choiceſt Bleſſings, He beftows : 
Devoted to their Common Lox, 
True Followers of the bleeding Lamb, 
By Gop belov'd, by Men abhor'd —, 
And Hernhuth is the fav rite Name! 


10 Here many a faithful Soul is found, 

With myſtic Powers of Love endu'd, 

Full of the Light of Life, and crown'd _ 
A King and Prieſt to ſerve his Gor. 

With flaming Zeal for CHRIST they ſhine, 

Their Body, Soul, and Spirit give, 

To CHRIST their Goods and Blood reſign, 

For CHRIST they freely die and hve. 


11 What can we offer our good Lox p 
(Poor Nothings!) for his boundleſs Grace! 
Fain would we his great Name record, 


And worthily ſet forth his Praiſe. 
Dear Object of our growing Love, 

To whom our more than All we owe, 
Open the Fountain from above, 


And let it our full Soul o'erflow. 


12 So ſhall our Lives thy Power proclaim, 
Thy Grace for every Sinner free, . 

Till all Mankind ſhall learn thy Name, 
Shall all ſtretch out their Hands to Thee. 
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Open a Door which Earth and Hell 
May ſtrive to ſhut, but ſtrive in vain: 
Let thy Word richly in us dwell, | 
And let our gracious Fruit remain: 


13 O! multi ly thy Sower's Seed, | 
3 P 
And Fruit we every Hour hall bear, 
Throughout the World thy Goſpel ſpread, 
Thine everlaſting Truth o 2h 
We all in perfect Love renew'd 
Shall know the Greatneſs of thy dN 
Stand in the Temple of our Goo, 
ON and ts no more, 


* _—y 


Againſt Hope, Believing in won : 
PSALM lxxvii. 10. | 


AVE Mercy, Lor, thy Wrath remove, 
Nor let thy Jud 5 weigh me down, 


i cannot live without Love, 
I cannot ſtand — thy Frownp 


2 Wilt Thou not once thy Face difplay, 
And dart a Ray of Heavenly Light? 
Still muſt I urge my chearleſs Way, | 
And mourn throughout my long-liv'd ure F 


3 Lo! in my Prayer I ever mourn, 
| Vext with the ſad Remains of Sin, 4 
Broken, and bruis'd, and rack'd, and torn, 
How ſhallI bear this Hell within ? : 


4 This Unbelief, theſe cruel Fears, 


Diſtracting Doubts, and torturing Pain, 
While Thou art ſilent at my Tears, 
a in van. 
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5 And muſt I yield to black Deſpair, 
In vain on Thee. for Mercy call, 
Tempted above what I can bear 
And wilt Thou ſuffer me to fall? 


6 Never again diſcloſe thy Face, | 

Or ſhew me the atoning Blood 
Have I exhauſted all thy Grace? 
Hath Gop forgotten to be good? 


7 For ever is thy Mercy gone, 
Thy Truth, and Faithfulneſs, and Love! 
Poth angry Juſtice rule alone ? 
Have I no Advocate above? 


8 Then pour thy Vengeance on my Head, 
All endl the ſmoaking Flax in me, 
Are if Thou canſt) a bruiſed Reed, 


And caſt me out who come to T hee. 


9 Jesv, come my Doom to meet, 

A Sinner whom Thou wilt not ſpare : 
But I wall periſh at thy Feet, 

The firſt that ever periſh'd there. 


_ Gexes1s iii. 15. 


Twill put Enmity between thee and the Woman, 
and between thy Seed and her Seed, &c, 


2 OD of Truth, and Power, and Love, 
Father, Friend of all Mankind, 

Let on me thy Spirit move, 

Influence my tecble Mind ; 


TITTY . 
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Twixt the Serpent's Seed and me 
Prevalently interpoſe, 


Break the fatal Amity, 


Make us everlaſting Fes. 


Sin hath poiſon'd all my Soul, 
Sin the Serpent's curſed Seed: 


No one Part in me is whole 


Yet will I the Promiſe plead, 
Promiſe of all-ſaving Grace, 
Promiſe of an inward Power, Kick 
Able to redeem the Race, | - it: 
Me, and all Men to reſtore. 


3 Breathe the Breath of ſimple Life, 


4 Or if Pride hath this deſtroy d, 


O! be Abel born in me 
(Previous to the legal Strife) 

Innocent Simplicity:  _ 
Give me Childiſhneſs t oppoſe 
To the ſubtle Serpents Art;: 

Childiſhneſs no Evil knows, 
Give me, Lok, a fimple Heart: 
4G 


Turn'd into Self-righteouſueſs, © 

Let the Law ſupply the . 
Seth (a) ſucceed in Abel's Place. 

Deeply root thy Law within, 
Pareut of the wretched Man: C9 

Check my Forwardneſs to Sin, 
Forcibly by Fear reſtrain. 


5 Bind in me the ſtrong, Man, bind * 


aa 


With the Fetters of the Law, 
Curb, and thwart the carnal Mind, 
Keep the Man of Sin in Awe, 


— 


19 


i. e. Miſerable. 
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(a) HD. 4 Pofitive Law, K (% BS Enos, 
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Enemy to all that's good, 

Never will he quite give place; 
He can only be ſubdu dk 

By the Senſe of pard'ning Grace. 


6 Tell me, Jesvs died for me, 
Shew ſome Token of his Love, 
Love and Sin can ne'er agree, 
Love ſhall ſtill the ſtronger prove: 
Love in the firſt Meaſure give, 
Sin ſhall then no longer ſway, 
Fleſh may for a Seaſon ſtrive, 
I the Spirit ſhall obey. 


7 Patiently I then ſhall wait 
For the Woman's nobleſt Seed, 
IEsus CnrisT the MicayTyY HATE, 
Bruiſer of the Serpent's Head; 
O reveal thy Son in me, | 
Bring the perfect Nature in, 
Now deſtroy the Enmity, 
Now conſume the Man of Sin. 


8 Adam, Fleſh, and Self, and Pride, 
Antichriſt, Perdition's Son, 
Let him not in me abide, 
Caſt him out, and reign alone; 
Slay the Dragon in the Sea, 
Make my Soul thy pure Abode, 
Filb'd with all the Deity, \ 
_ Swallow'd up, and loft in Gop. 


Moriar ut Te-videam |! 
Let me die that I may ſee Thee! 
Thou, who know'ſt what is in Man, 
5 W ho ſearcheſt out the Reins and Heart, 
Me, Jesu, to myſelf explain, 


A Ray of heavenly Light impart, 
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Impart Thyſelf, Thou real Light, 
And manifeſt my Nature's Night. 


2 2 Cauſe me, O Gov, myſelf to know, 
The Depth of Wickedneſs within, 
Shew me my inmoſt Subſtance, ſhew 
Th exceeding Sinfulneſs of Sin: 
Such Power belongs to Thee alone; 
Shew me, that Sin and J are one. 


3 Senſeleſs alike of Sin and Thee, 
My unawaken'd Soul remains, 
Faſt bound in Sin and Miſery 
| I lumber on, nor fee] my Chains, 
Nor taſte nor ſee how good Thou art, 


For ſtill the Veil is on my Heart. 


4 O might my Heart at laſt relent, 
And feel the guilty Mountain-Load ! 
O that thy powerful Word might rent 
The Veil, and let me into Goo! 
The Glories of thy Face diſplay, 
The Brightnefs of Eternal Day! ek 
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5 I know the Terms: I cannot ſee 
Thy bliſsful Face, and live—in Sin: 
A flaming Sword preſerves the Tree 1 
Of Life, leſt Self ſhould enter in; 2 
It keeps out Self, and every Way ö ; 
It turns, the Man of Sin to ſlay. 


6 Be it according to thy Word, | 
Ready to meet my Doom I am: : 
O let me ruſh upon that Sword, 
And feel the — Flame! 
Live only Cn Is in me, not I; 
O let me ſee thy Face, and die! 


OA 
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7 Die all of Self to live no more, 
Die the Old Man no more to riſe; 
Me to thine Image here reſtore, 
Receive me to thy Paradiſe, 


(Whence ] may never more remove) 
The Paradiſe of perfect. Love. 


A Paſſton- Hymns. 


1 E that paſs by, behold the Man! 
5 The Man of Griefs, condemn'd for you! 
The Lamb of Gop for Sinners ſlain | 
Weeping to Calvary purſue, 
2 See how his Back the Scourges tear, : 
While to the bloody Pillar bound! 
The Ploughers make long Furrows there 
Till all his Body is one Wound. 


3 The AbjeQts ſpit upon that Face 
Which Prophets wiſh'd in vain to ſee, 
On which the Angels lov'd to gaze, 
Pleas'd with his milder Majeſty. 


4 Ador'd by Angels, mock'd by Men, 
Speechleſs the Form of Guilt He wears, 
Revil'd He anſwers not again, | 
But meekly all their Inſults bears, 


5 Nor can He thus their Hate — 4 
His Innocence to Death purſu'd, 
Muſt fully glut their utmoſt Rage; 
Hark! how they clamour for his Blood! 


6 To us our own Baurabbas give, 
Away with Him (they Ioudly cry) 
Away with Him, not fit to hve, 
The vile Seducer crucify. 
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SACRED POEMS. 23 


- Againſt his Gop the Creature calls: 
Accus'd and ſentenc'd by the Breath 
Himſelf inſpir'd, their Maker falls: _ 
The Loxb of Life is doom'd to Death. 


8 His ſacred Limbs they ſtretch, they tear, 
With Nails they faſten to the Wood 
His ſacred Limbs—expos'd, and bare, 
Or only cover'd with his Blood. 


g See there! his Temples crown'd with Thorns! 
His bleeding Hands extended wide, 
His ftreaming Feet, transfixt and torn ! 
The Fountain guſhing from his Side! 


to Where is the King of Glory now? 
The everlaſting Son of Gop ? 
Th' Immortal hangs his languid Brow, 
Th' Almighty faints beneath his Load! 


tt Beneath my Load He faints and dies: 
I fill'd his Soul with his Pangs unknown; 
I caus'd thoſe mortal Groans, and Cries, 
I kilPd the Father's only Son. 1 


12 O Thou dear ſuffering Son of Gop, 
How doth thy Heart to Sinners move! 
_ me-to catch thy precious Blood, 
elp me to taſte thy Dying Love. 


v3 Give me to feel thy Agonies, 
One Drop of thy ſad Cup afford: 
I fain with Thee would ſympathize, 
And ſhare the Sufferings of my Loxp.. 


14 The Earth could to her Center quake, 
Convuls'd, while her Creator died; 
O let my inmoſt Nature ſhake, 
And die with JIꝝs vs cruciſied. 
C. 3 
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15 At thy laſt Gaſp the Graves diſplay d 
Their Horrors to the upper Skies; 
0 that my Soul might burſt the Shade, 
And quicken'd by thy Death, arife. 


16 The Rocks could fee w powerful Death, 
And tremble, and aſunder part: 


O rent with thine expiring Breath 
The harder Marble of my Heart. 


17 My ſtony Heart thy Voice all rent, 
Thou wilt, I truſt, the Veil remove, 
My inmoſt Bowels ſhall reſent 
The Yearnings of thy Dying Love. 


18 The Grice 1 ſurely ſhall receive, 
Thy Death hath bought the Grace fir me; 
This is my whole Defire, To live; 
To live, and then to die in Thee. 


Duſfing to love. 


1 HAT ſhall I do my Gop to love, 
My Saviour, and the World's, to praiſe } 
Whoſe Bowels of Compaſſion move 
To me and all the fallen Race; 
Whoſe Mercy is divinely free 
For all the fallen Race, and nne. 


2 I long to know, and to make known 
The Heighth and Depth of Love Divine, 
The Kindneſs Thou to me haſt ſhewn, 
Whoſe every Sin was counted Thine : 
My Gop for me reſign'd his Breath, 2 
He died, to ſave my Soul from Death, 


3 All Souls are 'Thine ; and Thou for All 
The Ranſom of thy * haſt given, 


SACRED POEMS. 23 
To raiſe the Sinner from his Fall. 
And bring him back to Gop and Heaven, 


Thou all the World haſt died to ſave, 
And All may thy Salvation have. 


4 How fhall I thank Thee for the Grace 
On me and all Mankind beſtow'd ? 
O that my every Breath were Praiſe! 
O that my Heart were filPd with Gop! 
My Heart would then with Love o'erflow, 
And all my Life thy Glory ſhew. : 


5 See me, O Loxp, athirſt and faint, 
Me weary of forbearing ſee, 
And let me feel thy Love's Conſtraint, 
And freely give up All for Thee, 
True in the fiery Trial prove, 3 
And pay Thee back thy Dying Love. 


— 


1 Another. 
1 LOVE, I languiſh at thy Stay, 
I pine for Thee with ling'ring Smart, 
Weary, and faint thro' long Delay, 
When wilt Thou come into my Heart? 


From Sin and Sorrow ſet me free, 
And ſwallow up my Soul in Thee! 


2 Come, O Thou Univerſal Good, 
Balm of the wounded Conſcience, come, 
The hungry, dying Spirit's Food, i 
The weary, wand'ring Pilgrim's Home, 
Haven to take the Shipwreck'd in, 
My everlaſting Reſt from Sin. 


3 Be Thou, O Love, whate'er J want, 
Support my Feebleneſs of Mind, 
Relieve the thirſty Soul, _the Faint 
Revive, illuminate the Bend, 
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The Mournful chear, the Drooping lead, 
And heal the Sick, and raiſe the Dead. 


4 Come, O my Comfort and Delight, 
My Strength and Health, my Shield and Sun, 
My Boaſt, and Confidence, and Might, 
My Joy, my Glory, and my Crown, 
My Gofoct-Hops, my Calling's Prize, 
My Tree of Lite, my Paradiſe. 


5 The Secret of the Lord Thou art, 
The Myſtery ſo long unknown, 
CHRIST in a pure and perfect Heart, 
The Name inſcrib'd in the white Stone, 
The Life Divine, the little Leaven, 
My precious Pearl, my preſent Heaven. 


Another... 


Love Divine, what haſt Thou done? 
Th' immortal God hath died for me! 
The Father's co- eternal Son 
Bore all my Sins upon the Tree; 
Th immortal Gop for me hath died! 
My Lonp, my Love is crucified! 


2 Behold Him all ye that paſs by, 

The bleeding Prince of Life and Peace; 8 
Come ſee, ye Worms, your Maker die, 
And ſay, Was ever Grief like His! 
Came, feel with me his Blood applied: 

My Loxp, my Love is crucified! 


3 Is crucified for me and you, 
To bring us Rebels near to God; 
Believe, believe the Record true : | 
We All are bought with J=$v's Blood: 
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Pardon for All flows from his Side, 
My Lozxp, my Love is crucified. 


4 Then let us ſit beneath his Croſs, | -— 
And gladly catch the healing Stream, 

All Things for Him account but Loſs, 
And give up all our Hearts to Him; 

Of Nothing ſpeak or think beſide; 

My Loa, my Love is crucified! 
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Salvation by Grace. 


1 ESU, Great Redeemer, hear 
A feeble Sinner's Cry, | | 
Thou in my Behalf appear, | 5 
And bring Salvation nigh: 
To my Lozp what ſhall I ſay? 
Saviour, . of Thee have need; 
Take, O take my Sins away, 
And make me free end. 


2 Thee, all-lovely as Thou art, 
Should I profeſs to love, 
Surely my rebellious- Heart 
The Falſhood would diſprove: 
Thee my Heart cannot obey - 
Till from every Evil freed : 
Take, O take, &c, 


3 Should I ſay, that ought in me 
Of Good doth now abide, 
Seif-condemn'd I now ſhould be; 
My All is Self and Pride. 
Guilty, guilty muſt I fay, | 
Nothing, Lozp, have I to plead: | > ; k 
Take, O take, Se . | | ; : | | 
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4 No Defire or Will have I 
'Thy Mercy to embrace, = 
From thine Arms of Love I fly, 
And ſlight thy proffer'd Grace: 
But Thou didſt my Ranſom pay, - 
But thy Blood for me was ſhed: 
Take, O take, Oc. | 


5 Thy Salvation to obtain, 
Out of myſelf I go, 
Fxeely Thou muſt heal my Pain, 
Thy unbought Mercy ſhew : 
For myſelf I cannot pray; 
Let thy Spirit interceed: 
Take, O take, &c. 


s Not becauſe I willing am, 


On me this Grace be ſhew'd ; 
But Thou art th' atoning Lamb, 

Therefore apply thy Blood; 
Therefore, LorxÞD, no more dela 
Therefore heal my Soul, and oY 
Take, O take my Sins away, 

And make me free 2 


Before th SACRAMENT. 


ESU, at _ os reme Command 
We thus appr to God, 

efore us in thy V = a ſtand, 

Thy Veſture dipt in Blood. 


2 Obedient to thy gracious Word 
We break the hallow'd Bread, 
Commemorate Thee, our dying — 


And. truſt on 'Thee to foed. 
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IJ Now, Saviour, now Thyſelf reveal, 
And make thy Nature known, > 
Affix the ſacramental Seal, 
And ſtamp us for thine own, 


4 The Tokens of thy Dying Love, 
O let us all receive, 


And feel the quick'ning Spirit move, 
And /en/ibly believe. 


W The Cup of Bleſling, bleſt by Thee, 
Let it thy Blood impart ; | 

The Bread thy myſtic Body be, 
And chear each languid Heart. 


> The Grace which ſure Salvation brings 
Let us herewith receive ; 
Satiate the Hungry with good Things, 
The hidden Manna give. 


7 The living Bread ſent down from Heaven 
In us vouchſafe to be: 
Thy Fleſh for all the World is given, 
And All may live by Thee. 


$ Now, Loxo, on us thy Fleſh beſtow, 
And let us drink thy Blood, 
Till all our Souls are fd below 
With all the Life of Goo. | 


After a Joris f 


LORY to Gov, whoſe ious Care 
Dota all my Steps — 5 
TR the Way my Weakneſs bear, 
bring me to the —_— | 
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2 Thou, Lok p, haſt ſav'd both Man and Beaſt, 
How excellent thy Name! | 
While underneath thy Wings I reſt, 
Thy Goodneſs I proclaim. 


3 Still (for I put my Truſt in Thee) 
All Evil turn aſide, 
Cover my helpleſs Head, and be 
Mine everlaſting Guide. 


4 Lead me, *till my few evil Years 
| Of Pilgrimage are oer; 
But e'er I leave this Vale of Tears, 
O bid me fin no more. | 


* 


Ps ALM li. 10. 
Make me a clean Heart, O Gov. 
1 O For an Heart to praiſe my God, 
An Heart from Sin ſet free! 


An Heart that always feels thy Blood, 
So freely ſpilt for me! 
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2 An Heart refign'd; ſubmiſſive, meek, 
My dear Redeemer's Throne, 
Where only CHRISYH is heard to ſpeak, 

Where Jxsus reigns alone. 


HE n 3 
S 30 IT Ja 3-0; 
PRES; TY 5 " 2 . . vol - 


3 An humble, lowly, contrite Heart, 
Belicving, true, and clean, 
Which neither Liſe nor Death can part 
From Him that dwells within. 


4 An Heart in every Thought renew'd, 
And fall of Love Divine, 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A Copy, Lok, of Iliine. | 
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SACRED POEMS. 


5 Thy tender Heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And melts at human Woe: | 
Jesv, for Thee diſtreſt I am, 
Il want thy Love to know. 


% 


6 My Heart Thou know'ſt can never reſt, 


Till Thou create my Peace, 
Till of my Eaen repoſſeſt, 
From Self and Sin I ceaſe. 


7 Fruit of thy gracious Lips, on me 


Beſtow that Peace unknown, 
The hidden Manna, and the Tree 
Of Life, and the white Stone. 


8 Thy Nature, deareſt Lox p, impart, 


Come quickly from above, 
Write thy new Name upon my Heart, 
Thy new, beſt Name of Love. 


— 


— 


** 
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A PRAYER for HUMILITY, 


I My Heart, what muſt I do! 
O Shall the ſelf-admiring Fiend 
Still my Helpleſſneſs purſue ? 

Shall his Malice never end ? 
Still the ſtubborn Sin remains, 
Still the Thorn is in my Side, 
Still I groan to feel my Chains, 
Sorely buffeted by Pride. 


2 Vanity, the Serpent-ſeed _ 
Poiſoning all my Good I find ; 
Stealing on with filent Tread, 
Vanity lurks cloſe behind. 


_— — D « 


2 HMT Sad 
As the Subſtance by the Shade, 
Grace I find by Pride purſued; 
Grace is Pride's Occaſion made, 
Evil ever cleaves to Good. 


3 Pleas'd in borrow'd Plumes to ſhine, 
Nature arrogates a Share, 
Mixes in the Work divine, 
Bold the Godhead's Form to wear; 
Proudly in her Beauty truſts, 
Heavenly Charms as hers diſplays, 
Falſely, blaſphemouſly boaſts, 
Varniſh'd, deck'd, and hid by Grace. 


4 When the boaſted Grace is gone, 

Humbled in the Duſt I he, 

Poor, forſaken, and alone, 
From the Deep on Gop I cry. 

Seeing there my Loſs of Gop, 
Proud I am my Los to ſee, 

Proud to find that I am proud, 
Proud of my Humility. 


s O the Strength of inbred Sin? 
Who ean Vanity ſubdue ? 
From a Creature all unclean - 
Who can bring a Creature new? 
Jesv, Los, all Power is Thine, 
Nothing 1s too hard for Thee, 
Greater than this Heart of mine, 
Surely 'Thou canſt humble me. 


6 O begin; the Way prepare: 

Pride, and Unbelief confound : + 

Far away my Fig-leaves ter, 
Throughly ſearch my Spirit's Wound: 

Caſt me down, and keep me poor, 
All my weak Supports remove, 

Lay the deep Pons ſure, 
Humble me by Faith and Love, 


» 
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7 Take my broken Reeds away, 
Every vain fallacious Reſt, 
All on which my Soul I ſtay, | * 
All that —. me from thy Breaſt: 
Strip me, empty me of all; 
Joyleſs, chearleſs would I be, 
So I might on JIEsus fall, 
F all, and loſe myſelf in Thee. 


8 


O that I had IVings lite a Dove, for then 
would L flee away, and be at Reſet. PSAL- 
Iv. 6. 


That J had the Silver Wings 
'O Of the mild Holy Dove, 
To bear me far from earthly Things, 
And every Creature-love. 


hone 


2 Then would 1 ſwiftly fly away 
To CHRIST, and be at Reſt, 
On Him my flutt'ring Spirit 75 
And hide me in his Breaſt 


3 les u, my Hiding-place, to Thee 
| I know not how to fly, 1 
Long have I ſtru ggled to be free, 1 

Nor found Deliverance nigh. 


4 Full oft in fruitleſs, fond Defire 
I 70 the Deſart ran, 
But could not from myſelf retire, 
Or ape hs. Inner Man. 


Ds 
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5 I took the Morning's Wings and fled 
For Reſt to Worlds unknown; 
Sin found me in the ſecret Shade, 
And claim'd me for its own. 


6 O who ſhall bid this Self depart, © 
This World of Sin exclude ? 


Empty and make my peaceful Heart 
An holy Solitude ? 


7 *Tis not the Deſart or the Cell 
Can hide me from my Pain, 


Icarry with me my own Hell, 
While Self and Pride remain. 


8 Baffled, o'excome, I yield at laſt, 
I yield to Self-deſpair, | 
My unavailing Strife is paſt, 
And vaid returns my Prayer. 


9 I cannot pray, I cannot praiſe, 
For Grace I cannot call, 
I cannot fee! my Want of Grace, 
My Soul is ſtript of all. 


10 A vile, unworthy Worm, my Eyes 
I dare not lift to Heaven, 
Let Him, who ſees me from the Skies, 


Speak if I am forgiven. 


11 Or let my Lord ſtill hold his Peace, 
| And do as ſeems Him good, 
Forſake me in my laſt Diſtreſs, 

And leave me in my Blood. 


12 If He can find it in his Heart, 
His Fury let Hun pour 
On me, and from my Soul depart, 
And never love me more. 


| SACRED POEMS. 35 
13 Leave it all to Him alone, © | 
It lies within his Breaſt, h 
His Will, his only Will be done, Deng 
Let mg be Curſt, or Bleſt. | * 


Antther. P 


Mniſcient God, whoſe Eyelids try 
The ſelf-deceiving Sons of Men, 
To Thee how ſhall I dare draw nigh, 
A Man of Lips and Heart unclean! 
Thou know'ft I mean not what I fay, 
Thou know'ſt I only ſeem to to pray. 


2 Doubtleſs Thou art of purer Eyes 
Than to behold Iniquity, 
And all my Nature naked hes, | 
And all my Thoughts appear to Thee, 
No Fig-leaves from Io "ig t can hide 
My Filthineſs of Self, and Pride. 


3 O my abominable Heart 
Its Secrets all to Thee are known, 
The Sin from which I cannot part, 
The Sin that claims me for its own; 
Thou ſeeſt it all, my Nature's Shame, 
Thou ſeeſt, what J ſhould die to name. 


4 The foul Reproach I groan to bear, 
And vainly ſtruggle to get free, 
Yet ſill I breathe a tainted Air, 
Tainted, alas! by Sin and me; 
And wiſh for Wings to flee away, 
And ever in the Deſart ſtay. 
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10 But how ſhall I to Thee attain, 


3 HYMNS AND 
5 O that I had a Cottage there, 
To lodge a poor wayfaring Man! 
Far from the World of Noiſe and Care, 
Of Grief, Anxiety, and Pain, 
O could I from my People roam, 
And be where none but Gop could come. 


6 Me as a Bowl if now He turn, 
To foreign Climes with Violence toſs, 
I would nof for a Moment mourn 
My Kindred, or my Country's Loſs; 
A voluntary Exile I 
Would there conſent to live and die. 


7 O might I have my one Requeſt, 
My fond, and fooliſh Heart's Deſire, 
And get me hence, and be at Reſt, 
Into the deepeſt Shades retire, | 
Be clean forgot, and out of Mind —- 
O where ſhall I the Deſart find ? 


$ Can Earth afford that ſecret Place? 
Long have I ſought it out in vain, 
And fled before the human Face, 
And dragg'd to diſtant Worlds my Chain? 
Yet ſtill I found the carnal Mind, 
I could not leave myſelf behind. 


9 'Tis vain, I find, from Self to flee 
For Reſt, to Earth's remoteſt Bound, 
The Deep cries out, Tis not in me! 
Happineſs is not to be found, 
Save only, JEsvs, in thy Breaſt : 
Thou art the Souls eternal Reſt. 


Thee, whom I ſinfully purſue, 
Unprofitable I, and vain! 


Thy Glory is not in my View: 


SACRED POEMS. 


What ſhall I fay thy Grace to win? 
My very Prayer 1s turn'd to Sin. 


11 Nothing in me thy Grace can move, 
A wretched Man of Sin Iam; 
But Thou art good, but Thou art Love, 
And Jesvs is thy healing Name: 
O for thy Name and Mercy's Sake, 
The Sinner to thy Boſom take. 


12 Do as Thou findeſt in thy Heart, 
Reject me, Saviour, or receive, 
Bid me from Thee to Hell depart,. 
Or bid me come to Thee, and live; 
I truſt my Soul to This alone, 
Let all thy Will on me be done. 


2 


A poor Sinner. 


Tow happy is the Man 
Who fees his Miſery, 
Who ever feels his Nature's Chain, 


Nor murmurs to be free. 


Who waits in patient Hope, 
And 1 iſhing for — 


With chearful Confidence looks up, 
And ſays, My Loxp will come. 


He neither hopes nor fears 
Evil or Good below, 


ſecret Silence flow. 


Stript of his Joy, he grieves, 
Quiet, and meek, and ftill ; 
The Matter to his Father leaves, 
And bids Him work his Will. 


But 72 for Gov, and lets his Tears 
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3 In calm ſubmiſſive Grief 
He ſuffers his Diſtreſs, 
He cannot ſnatch undue Relief, 
Or wiſh his Miſery leſs: 


« My Father's Will is good, 

(The patient Mourner cries) 
He never gives a Stone for Food, ” 
Or flights his Children's Sighs.” - 


Might bear my Nature's Load, 
O that in me were ſuch a Mind, 
To leave the whole to Goyd! - 


With Him to truſt my Cauſe, 
And quietly endure, 

Till He remove the hallow'd Croſs, 
And all my Sickneſs cure. 


5 I wou'd (but Thoucanſttell) 


I would be humble, Load, 
My Burden every Moment feel, 
And tremble at thy Word: 


I would be ſtript of all, 

And calmly wait thy Stay; 
Pcor at thy Feet, and helpleſs fall, 

And weep my Life away. - 


6 I would be truly ftill, 


Nor ſet a Time to Thee, 
But act according to thy Will, 
And ſpeak, and think, and be. 


Iwould with Thee be one, 
And *till the Grace is given, 


Inceſſant pray, Thy Will be done 
In Earth, as 'tis in Heaven. 


SACRED POEMS. + 


| De Heart is deceitful above all Things, and 
deſperately wicked ; who can know it? JER. 
XVII. 9. | 


O My falſe, Jeceirful Hin 
| Deſperately falſe thou art, 
Foul as Hell, — fair in Shew z 
Who can all thy — know ? 
He the Stars eckon o'er, 
Tell the Sands — the Shore, 
Count the Drops that make the Sea, 
Comprehend Eternity. 


Fooliſh Heart, unjuſt and vain! 

Pride was never made for Man: 
Glory doſt thou ſtill purſue ? 

Glory all to Gos is due. 

What haſt thou whereof to boaſt ? 

God alone is and juſt; 

Only his be all the Praiſe, 

What we are, we are by Grace. 


3 Wretched Heart, with Woes oppreft ! 
Ever roving after Reſt ; 
Wilt thou ſtill pretend to own 
Bliſs is found in Gop alone? 
While thy fooliſh Wiſhes go 
After empty Joys below, 
Falſe, imaginary Eaſe, 
Dreams of Creature-Happinefs, 


4 Stony Heart, which Nought can move, 
Thou canſt neither fear nor love: 
Threats and Promiſes are vain, 

Give thee neither Joy nor Pain: 
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All alike it ſeems to thee, 

Perfect Bliſs, or Miſery, 

Joys, or Woes unſpeakable, 
Lite or Death, and Heaven or Hell. 


s Wav'ring, frail, inconſtant Heart, 
O how blind and weak Thou art! - 
Weak as helpleſs Infancy, 

Blind thy Helpleſſneſs to ſee, 

To thine own Corruptions blind, 
More inconſtant than the Wind, 
Wav'ring as a ſhaken Reed, 

Cold, and dark, and doubly dead. 


With a red-hot Iron ſfear'd ! | 
Carnal Heart, immerſt in Sin, 

All a Cage of Birds unclean ; 
Downward all. thy Motions tend, 
Luſt, the Beaſt, or Pride, the Fiend, 
Shew thee, ſince thy total Fall, 


* 


Earthly, ſenſual, deviliſ all. WO 
7 Faithleſs Heart, be this thy Grief, 


Groan beneath thine Unbelief ; 
Unbelief, the damning Sin, : 
Keeps thee all unclean, unclean, 
_—_— thy heavy Load. 
Will not let thee come to Gop, 
Suffers not his Grace to move, 
Kobs Him of his Truth and Love. 


8 Faithleſs Heart, to IE Sus bow, 


Suffer Him to ſave thee now: 
No Thou wilt not now believe, 
Wilt not take what Gop would give: 
Thou refuſeſt to be fre, 
All the Hindrance is in thee, 
Thro' thy own rebellious Will, 
Bound thou art, and faithleſs ſtill. 
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Only Thou the Way canſt ſnew, 
Thou canſt ſave me in this Hour, 
I have neither Will nor Power: 
Gop if over all Thou art, 
Greater than the ſinful Heart, 

Let it now on me be ſhewn, 

Take away the Heart of Stone. 


Take away my darling Sin, 

Make me willing to be clean, 
Make me willing to receive 

What thy Goodneſs waits to give: 
Force me, Lok p, with all to part, 
Tear theſe Idols from my Heart, 
All thy Power on me be ſnewn, 
Take away the Heart of Stone. 


Jesv, mighty to renew, 


Work in me to will and do, 


Turn my Nature's rapid Tide, 


Stem the Torrent of my Pride, 
Stop the Whirlwind of my Will, 
Speak, and bid the Sun ſtand ſtill; 
Now thy Love Almighty ſhew, 
Make ev'n me a Creature new. 


Arm of Gop, thy Strength put on, 
Bow the Heavens, and come down, 
All mine Unbelief o'erthrow, 

Lay th' aſpiring Mountain low; 
Conquer thy worſt Foe in me, 
Get Thyſelf the Victory, 

Save the Vileſt of the Race, 
Force me to be ſav'd by Grace, 


2 
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9 O my Loxp, what muſt Ido? * 
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IWretched, and Miſerable, and Poor, and Blind, 
and Naked, © 


1 ICH, and increas'd with Goods I was, 
Abundant in my Virtue's Store, | 
In Wiſdom rich, and Strength, and Grace, 
So rich, I needed Nothing more: 
Alas! my Gop, I could not ſee 
That ſtill I needed all in Thee. 


2 Thanks to thy Grace, if I begin 
My Wretchedneſs at length to know, 
If now, in Part convinc'd of Sin, 
I proan beneath my Weight of Woe ; 
Surely at laſt I more than fee 
That Sin is perfect Miſery. 


z Stript of my boaſted Gifts, I fall 


A Beggar at thy Mercy's Door, 
I aſk an Alms, for Grace I call, 

Poor, beyond all Expreſſion poor, 
If one good Thought thy Heaven could buy, 
Alas! not one good Thought have I. 


4 How dark and dreary is my Heart! 
Dark as the Chambers of the Grave, 
So blind, *till Thou thy Light impart, 
I cannot ſee thy Power to fave. 
Or know, *till Thou the Veil remove, 
That I am Sin, and Gop'is Love. 


5 My Fig-leaves now are caſt aſide, 
The Rags of my Self-righteouſneſs, 
From Thee my Shame I cannot hide, 
My Spirit finks in deep Diſtreſs ; 
How ſhall I in thy Sight appear, 


Or bear myſelf, when Thou art near! 
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5 A Monſter to myſelf I am, | a 
Self. loathing at thy Feet I lie, 


How ſhall I bear this Load of Shame! 


How ſhall I meet thy piercing Eye! 
J faint, and fink, and die away, 
At thy inſufferable Day. | 


7 Mountains and Rocks, on you I call, 
My Nakedneſs of Soul to ſkreen, 
Fall, on my guilty Nature fall, 
And hide me from the Hell of Sin! 
Alas! my Soul, it cannot be: 
The Hell of Sin remains in Thee. 


8 O Gov! (but ſhall I date to pray?) 
O Jxs us! Son of Gop and Man, 
Pity a ſinful Worm, and ſtay 
My Grief, and mitigate my Pain; 
Cover my Shame, remove my Load 


Of Sin, for Thou haſt bluſh'd in Blood. 


9 Or rather, if it be thy Will, | 
Conform me fully to thy Death, 
Now let me all my Vileneſs feel, 
Now let me render up my Breath, 
And bow my Head, and die with Thee, 
For Shame that Thou haſt died for me. 


1 1 
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Anzthe Yr, 


1 Retched, helpleſs, and diſtreſt, 
| Ah! whither ſha!l I fly! 
Ever gaſping after Reſt, 
I cannot and it nigh, | 
Naked, fick, and poor, and blind, 
Faſt bound in Sin and Miſery, — 
Friend of Sinners, let me ſind 
My Help, my All in Thee. 
E. a 
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2 Who my Miſery can relate," | 07 © 
My Depth of Woe reveals?̃a 
T have left my firſt Eſtate, ''' 
In hapleſs Azam fell: 
Driven out of my Abode 
I now have loſt my perfect Blib, 
_ Fallen, fallen out of Goy, 
And baniſh'd Paradiſe, 


3 lam all unclean, unclean, 
Thy Purity I want, 
My whole Heart is ſick of Sin, 
And my whole — is faint: 
Full of putrifying Sores, : _ 
Of Bruiſes, and of Wound, ee 
Looks to Jxs vs; Help implores, 
And gaſps to be made Whole. 


4 In the Wildemeſs I ftray, Y 
| My fooliſh Heart is Blind, 
Nothing do I know ; the Way 
Of Peace I cannot find ; - 
JIEs u, Lorp, reſtore m Sight, - 
"And take, O take the Veil. away, 
Turn my Darkneſs into Light, 
My Midnight i into Day. 


5 Naked of thine Image, Lord, 
- Forſaken, and alone, 
 Unrenew'd, and unreſtor'd, 
T have not Thee put on : 
Over me thy Mantle fpread, 
Send down — Lkeneſg from 33 
Let thy Goodneſ be dif) * 
And wrap me in thy 


6 Poor, alas! Thou n 

And would be poorer ſtill, 

See my Nakedneſs and Shame, 
And all my Vileneſs feel; 
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No good Thing A 7 GAY 
My Soul is all an aching: Void, 1 
Till thy Spirit here abides, 
And I am fill'd with Gov. 1 


9 
* 


Jes v, full of Truth and Grace, 
In Thee is all I want; 
Be the Wanderer's Reſti e 5 
A Cordial to the ae . 
Make me rich, for Iam 


In Thee may I my Eder 
To the Dyi —. 


And Eye- fight to the Blind. 


cCloathe me with thy Holineſs, 
Thy meek Humilitßj ; 
Put on me thy glorious Dreſs, ; 
- Endue my with Thee ; 
Let thine I be reſtor d, 
Thy Name Image de let me prove, 
With thy Fulneſs fill me, Lozp, 
TIO . oy 


A Wileoms to the . 


L L hail the Saviour's hallow'd Croſs, 
By which I daily die within! 
All Things for 'Thee I count but Loſs, + 
Enter my Soul, and work out Sin; 
Here let thy mortal Virtue move, 
And crucify my ee | 


2 Wither my Strength, deſtro my Will, 
Stain all the Glory'of m Pride, * 
My Appetites and Paſſions kill, 
Be to my Whole of Self applied, 
3 me in the Depth beneath, 
And ſpeak to all = Nature Death. 
2 
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3 O that I now with all could part, 
Cut off the Hand, pluck out the Eye! 
Jesus, Thou greater than my Heart, 
Thy Efficacious Death apply, 
Now for Thyſelf prepare the Way, 
Breathe, and the fi fol Alam May. 


4 Thou know'ſt what keefewiecht of Tice, — 


Naked I in thine Eyes appeat, 
| Reveal the Thi ing I would not ſee, 


Th' accurſed Thing that harbours 160. 5 


O tear it hence, altho' the Smart, 
The killing Anguiſn break my n : 


6 Thou ſeeſt, alas? Tam not dead, 2 
My Nature's Life in me is Whole, 

Again the Rebel lifts his ! — 
And Self bears down my 


lir Souls 
This Thorn, I feel DN * 8 


of Pride. 


7 Still do I live, not Cuz1sr but I. 
The inbred Sin I groan to _ a 
Jesu, with TheeT long to die, 
The Suffering of thy Croſs to ſhare, 
Sweet Fellowſhip with Thee to have: 1 


Th' eee Streny 


Bury me, Saviour, in thy Grave. * FEY 
8 There let me lay m Burden down 2 1 


In ſweet Forgetfulneſs of Care, 
The Croſs ſha W me to the Crown. 
The Dead thy Praiſes ſhall declare, | 


When all Fe Lie a Love I . 
Partaker of the We 36 
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In Temptation. 
1 JESU, hear a Sinner's Prayer, 
Lo! I flee Unto Thee, 
_ Caſt on Thee my Care. 


2 If, O Lox sp, I have found Favour 
In thy Sight, Be my Might, 


Be my loving Saviour. 


3 To my Soul in fore Temptation 
Let thine Aid Be convey'd, 
Shew me thy Salvation. 


4 CurtsrT the Tempted; hear my Crying, 
Sinner's Friend, Succour fend, _ 
See, my Soul is dying. 


5 Lox, I cannot ceaſe from Sinning; | 
Till Thou art In my Heart, 
Ending as beginning. „ 


s Every Moment am! falling 
Into Hell, Till Thou ſeal 
My effectual Calling. 


1. und Oe, fare W 
/ © Eater in, Wed wy Sly,” 
Bid my Nature leave me. 


$ Jesv, for thy Love T1: | ih, | 
J Only Love 2 
All my Grief and Anguiſh. 

9 I ſhall all in Thee inherit, 

Thirſt no more, If Thou pour 

Into me thy Spirit. 

KI) 5 


- 
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10 Jesv's Love than Sin is dronger z 


When II prove "xx s Love, 
2 ſhall fin no longer. 1 


11 Faithful to thy Spirit's 3 
| I ſhall reſt On thy Breaſt, 
Find my long-ſought Eden. 


12 Neither Life nor Death ſhall ſever; 
When Thou art In my Heart, 
Thou art there for ever. 


EL 


Another. 


ES U, gentle loving Lamb, 
Let me call Thee by thy Name, 
Saviour I have Need of Thee, 
As Thou art ſo may I be. 


Save me, Loxp, from Sin and Fear, 
Bring the great Salvation near, 

Bring into my Soul 5 Peace, 
Everlaſting Righteo 


N 1 
5» 


Me to ſave if Thou haft died, 

Save me from this Self and Pride, 
All the Plague of Sin remove, 
Caſt it out by perfect Love. 


Sce me the Reverſe of Thee, 
Only Sin and Miſery; _. 
Make me willing to receive 
All the Grace I hou haſt to 3 855 


O ſupply my ev oy, Want, 5 9 . 


Feed a tender ſickly Plant, 8 3 
Day and Night my a 77 
Every Moment water me. 


6 Hide me, deareli Saviour, Vide” 
Let me never leave thy Side; 


ET ee EN OO TI 


s RED PO nts. 


0 Fat kom Thee 20 big 563/247 2 
Preſs me cloſer to thy Heart. # . 


7 When thy Love'is my . 
Sin ſhall never pes wie thence, 7 
When my Heart with Love tons oel 
Sin can never enter more. if tur”; 


% 


= 


8 Only Love can end the Strife gr 
Give me Love, and take my Life; A ed 
Do not, Loxp, my Suit deny, EI 
ONT UT ENS ne ſet techie: a 


3 


12 
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ane unto Ixsbs. EY — 


1 AMB of Gon, for Amed dan, , "4 
To Thee Tfeebly pray m | 
Heal aA my Grief and Pain = C 
O take my Sins n 
From this Bondage, Lôx p, reeafe, 15 
No longer let me be oppreſf : f iry 
Jesus, Maſter, ſeat my Prace, May | 
— And take me to thy Breaſꝶ mu 


2 Hale Thou note invited- All 
Who groan enen Bin E-. \ 1 
"Were Libdy thy Call, 1 4 
And come to be made clean: 1,1,- 2 


Give my burthen'd Conſcience Eaſe, 
O grant me now np _— Reſt : | 
Jesus, Maſter, n Aer 
75 n £4 _ 
3 Wilt Thou caft 2 Sine _ 217 255 CE 
Who humbly comes to Thee? 


No, my God, I cannot doubt, 
Thy Mercy-is for m?. : Ms WA 0 
Let me then obtain the Grace, 7 
And be of Paradiſe poſſeſt i 
Jzasvs, Maſter, Wc. 1 of 5; OT Ne 
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4 Full of Pain mpeg ue Wh 
I ever bear my Shame, 
Waiting till m Lows at by, - 
And call me by my p 
Surely now. my Pain He a | 
And I ſhall quickly. be releas'd: 
Jas us, Maſter, Dc. | 


Worldly Good! do: not want, 

Be that to others given, 

Only for thy Love , 

My All in Earth and Heaven; 
This the Crown 1 fain would ſeize, 
The Good wherewith I would be diet: 2 

Jesvs, Maſter, Sc. 


6 This Delight 1 Fain would prove, | 
And then reſign my Breath, 
Join the happy Few, whoſe Love 
Was mightier than Death. 
Let it not my Lox p diſpleaſe, 
That I would die to be thy Gueſt; 
Jasvs, Maſter, &c. 


_ 


In Doubt. 5 


: 5 But O they have not 4 
| To burſt the Barriers of the Wom 
= And ſtruggle into Light. 


2 My feeble Soul gives o'er the Strife, 
Juſt as it fees the Skies, ES 
Fails in the very Gate of Lite, 
Sinks back again and dies. 


3 I ſaw the Port of Ixs v's Breaſt, 
But while J entered in, 


And plung' d me into Sin, 


HE Children to the Birth are come, 


A Whirlwind ſwept me from my Reſh, | A 
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4 What ſhall I do, or whither turn? 
Deſpairing of Relief, 


I only can my Ruin mourn, 
With unavailing Grief. 


© Ah woe is me! to Evil fold, 
: And fallen back from Grace ! 
I never, never ſhall behold | 
The dear Redeemer's Face. 


6 Better that I had never felt 
My Saviour's Blood applied; 
| Leſs aggravated were my Guilt, 
Had I in Eg ypt died. 


7 Better that I had never known 
The Way of Righteouſneſs, 
Than to — off the Courſe es, 
And leave th' unfiniſh'd Race. 


8 Ah! wherefore did I ever take, 
If I muſt quit the Field 
Muſt ſhamefully at . 
And caſt away my Shieid ? 


9 But ſhall I throw on Gop the Blame ? 
Or daringly co mplain ? 
Becauſe Imott unfaithful am, ; 7 4 7 
And make his Mercies vai. . . 
10 No, Loxp, thy Truth 'and PTY 
For Years th) Spirit ſtrove z 5 bid 
Faithful to me thy Mercies were, „ 
And infinite thy Love. 


11 Far be it from my wetchsd met 


To charge m Death on Th 1 
To fave me #67 Th . 0 
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12 Whether or no my Heart of Stone 
Will yield to be renew d, 
Sufficient is thy Grace I own, - 
I juſtify my Gon.” 


13 This Record do I leave behind, 
Whether I ſtand or fall, 


Sinners, ye All his Grace may, kind; 
His Grace is free for 2285 


—_ ** — > ** * — —_— 


For the Spirit of Pa AYER. 


HAT ſhall I do to ſcape the Hell 
That burns me u inf 

13 Satan, and all his Hoſts Feel 044 £ 
= In this in-dwelling Sin. 


2 It mocks my y n. Kane wy Tight 5 
Still intimately | 

fible it is +0 fig Ne 

poſſible to fiy- b _ 


3 One only Refuge there remains, 
But that I cannot find, 
So faſt theſe grievous rea Chains, 
My ſlothful Spirit bind. 


4 Monſter of Sin! Hon can it be,. 
That I ſhould ſtill delay! # 5 
Js vs I know would ſet me free, 2 
Would Ito jxs vs R 


5 He bids me ade and 1 ſhall have; | 

I know it; and forbear: | 
Afſur'd He would the Sinner ſave, "” 
In Anſwer to my N r 
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6 He pities now my fad Eftate, - 

| And gladly would relieve, © 

But O I cannot — will not — — wait _ 
Till He the — give: | 


7 He waits that He may gracious | be, 1 


To all his Bowels move; | _ 
| _ O Gov, is not in Thee, 
But all thy Heart | is Love. 


8 Then help me to receive thy Word, 
Help me on Thee to call, 


Have Patience with me, deareſt Lox D, 


And I will pay Thee all. 


9 On me for Good this Token new, 
Pronounce the Epp h, 
And let my Heart in Prayer o 'ecflow, 

And let me always pray. 


1 10 A Time to Thee I will not ſet, 


Nor charge Thee with Delay; 


"Ha 
: rl 27 « 
= w 4 


* 


Do with me, Lox, as . Thee meet, | 


But let me always pray. 


11 Thou art not lack ——— Word, 


Content I am to ſtay, 
To. wait the Leiſure of my Lon b. 
But let me aways pray. » 


12 Though i in my Fleſh I feel the Thon, 
No more will I complain, 


Let me but in thy Boſom mourn, .. / 9 


And tel Thee all my Pain. 


13 Come wo Grief, came Life or Death, 


For this I take no Care; 


But when I render up my Breath, 
Let my laſt Breath be Prayer. 
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Into the dreadful Fight! 
Bear what is not to be born, 
Again dragg'd out to Light! 
Ja weak and helpleſs Worm 
Only ſhall thy Cauſe betray, 
 Periſh in Temptation's Storm, 
A final Caſt-away, | 


2 Didſt Thou only bid me leap 
Into a burning Fire 
Caſt me down the threat ning Steep. 
Or now my Soul require; =o 
Gladly would I now comply,. 
Plunge into the Depths beneath, 
Ruſh into the Flames,: and die 


To ſcape the ſecond Death. 
30 Almighty God of Love, 
Thy holy Arm diſplay, 

Send me Succour from above, 
In this my evil Day; 


Arm my Weakneſs with thy Power; 


Woman's Seed, appear. within: . 
Be my Safeguard and my Tower 
Againſt the Face of Sin. | 


4 Could I of thy Strength take hald; - 


And always feel Thee near, ́ꝶ 
Stedfaflly; divinely bold, A 
My Soul would ſcorn to fear. 
Nothing ſhould my Firmneſs ſhock: 
Tho the Gates of Hell aſſail, 
Were I built upon the Rock, 
They never could prevail. 


Gring into, @ Place of Danger. 


1 
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5 Rock of my Salvation, 5 5 
Extend thy ample Shade, 


Let it over me be caſt, 
And ſkreen my naked Heal: 

Save me from the trying Hour, 
Thou my fare Fre n be „ 1 


Shelter me om Satar's Pg FO 
Till I am fixt on Thee. at 


= Set upon Thyſelf my fe 


And make me ſurely ſtandd. 
From Temptation's Rage and Heat 

Cover me with thy Hand: 
Let me in the Clift be plac'd, 

Never from my Fence / remove, 
In thine Arms of Love embrac'd, 


Of Everlaſting Love. | 


3 — 4. OI OY 


For One convinced of anne Afedim. 


OE is me! that wretched Man 
More than my Gop I Tiga | 
Well I know, them void and vain, 5 
Yet pant for earthly Jays: | 
Downward ſtill my Wiſhes move, 
Tho' fairer than Earth's Sons Thou art: 
Touch me, Jxs us, with thy Love, 
And vindicate my Heart. 


Happin ineſs is not in me, 1 
o every Creatite c. £ 
Stll the ay Form I ſee „ 
Where ler I turn my Eye 
After Shadows ſtill I rove, 
Nor can I with my Idols part: 
Touch me, Jesvs, Sc. 4 


F 7-0 
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2 Burning with unhallov /d Fires, 
Thou ſeeſt my tortur d Breaſt 

Pines away with. low Deſires, 

Stranger to Joy and Reſt: 
How ſhall I this Death remove, 
How tear away th inrooted Dart? 
Touch me, IEs us, Sc. | 


4 Poiſon now O'erflows my Cup, 
. Fills me with thrilling Pain, 
Drinks my Blood and Spirits up, 
And throbs in every Vein; 
Vet l fear thy Grace to prove, 
I dread for Thee with All to part: 
Touch me, Jzsus, Wc. . 


5 SGov ariſe, Thou jealous Gop, 
And all thy Foes fubdue, | 
Claim the Purchaſe of thy Blood, 
Create my Soul anew; 
Let it now no longer rove, 
Now let me taſte how Thou art: 
Touch me, JEsus, c. | 


6 Saviour, p my Soul, 
a As Tobu n Gop art pure, 
Make my wounded * whole, 


And all my 8 s cure; 
From Thee never let me move, 
Thou my ſufficient Portion art: 
Touch me, Jxsus, c. 


7 From all Filthineſs of Flem 
And Spirit make — _ 
Stamp thy Image, Loks, a | 
4 fram all Si 


And me Sin: 
Thee my Gov, my All I prove, 
Ah! never more from me depart: 
Fill, © Jesv, with thy Love 
My vindicated Heart. 


3 Dy 44 n FFP BR 13 2 
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La enn Phe 
Here 1 — — i Raith, my God, 
My Confidence — erm fowh!: 


Borne Pans by Sin's revoke Load, 
Beneath its Iron Yoke [ bow, | 


2 e Pl, 1 Go gn 


1 is the Loxy from me, 4. 
eak as another Man I am, . 
SpoiPd of my Power and Liberty 

bear my Puniſhment and Shame; 
The World their feeble Foe deſpite, 
Their God hath put out both mine Eyes. 


3 Into their Hands by-Sin betray'd, | 
| _ (The Sin II cheriſb'd in my Breaſt) 
Low in the deepeſt Dungeon laid, 
Fetter'd in Braſs, by Guilt oppreſt; 2 
A Slave to Satan I remain, | 
And bite, but cannot burſt my Chain. 


4 Now to their Idal's Temple brou zu, 
+. A I am to Fiends and! wal} £ 
They ſet my Helpleſſneſs at oy a 
They triumph in my Toil and Pain: 
Th' Uncircumcis'd lift up their Voice, 
And Dagor*s Warſhippers rejoice. 


5 Remember me, O Lord, my Gov, 
If ever I could call Thee mine; 
Tho, now 1 in my Blood, 
And all my Hopes Heaven refign, 
Yet liſten to my lateſt Call, 
Nor ſuffer me alone E fall. 
WET SF; 
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1 Pra 
3 me ah c Spirit's Might 
This only once: I pray Thee, hear, 
Avenge me for my Loſs of Sight, | 
Avenge it on mine Enemies, 
For they have put out both mine Eyes. 


Blind as I am, with both my Hands 
The Pillars let me feel and ſeize 
On which the Houſe of Dagon ſtands, 
The Pillars of Self-righteouſneſs: | 
"Tis done; with all my Might I bow; 
Help me, O God, and he Ip me now. 


Now let the pond'rous Ruin fall, ; 
And cruſh. the World, 1 Cares's Head, 

O let it now, o'erwhelm us all 5 
Since I muſt fink among do Dead, | 

Since I can neither fight nor ® pa 

Let me with the rer die 


- 
8 - 


1 a $ : wy 


—_ — — 06 4 W 20 * . * 


After a Relapſe int UE 


ESU, wherewith mall l draw near, a 
What ſhall I for af ach bring ? 
= in my Jed n Ig t appear, 
yet ghar my Gop and King 
Lt my Sins e Foul RANG © ies 
And Juſtice wills that I ſhould die. 


Summor'd to anſwer at thy Bar, 

come, but Guilty, Guilty plead! 
Did I not all thy Je ments dare? SM 
On all thy te ercies tread ? „ 


1 


Death's Sentence juſtly R 
I am not worthy, Logs; to live. ah paves Hg 


SACRED POE Ms. 

Then let me wy y Good reſign, © 

a | And | ive my 6 

My Gifts and Bleflings were not mine, 
Thou, only Thou, the Glory take: 

I might have heard thy frequent Call, 


I might have ſtood, tho now | fall. 


Long did thy loving Spirit ſtrive 
3 To 8 my Good 


The Spark of Grace was kept ave 
For Years, amidſt Temptation's Flood: 


I now have finn'd it all away, 


And ended is my gracious Day.- 
5 An Alien from the Life Divine, 


orfeit Bleſſings back; 3 


The Covenant of promis d Grace, 


Saviour, no more I call Thee mine; 
An Outcaſt from thy bliſsful Face, 


Without or Faith, or Joy, or Hope, _ 


I give (but muſt I give} Thee up!! 


6 Yes; with my Shield of Faith I part, 
My Hope is loſt in juſt Deſpair, 
Love is not in my ſtony Heart, 
It cannot be while Sin is there; 
My vain Pretenfions Sin diſproves 
He cannot fin who Jxsus loves. 


No Choice, Endeavour, or Defire, _ 
Motion, or Will have f to tan; 
Extinguiſh'd is the trembling Fire, 
Which once in me began to hurn 


What have I now whereof to boaſt : 


My All js gone, my Gop is loſt. 
8 See then the Sinner fiript of all, 


A Foe, an! Hater of his Gov, _ 


Deſpairing, ſelf- condemn'd I fall, 3 
of every Spark of e void; 
3 


o — 


+» 4 
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| I cannot now for Mercy roan, | 
Or offer Thee an Heart of Stone. 


9 My Mouth is to re ilty now. 
Before my judge I am become, 
Lo! at thy ToToment-ſbat I bow, 
O Gop of Love, pronounce my Doom, . 
And if thy yearning Heart permit, 
. as: Saviour, ſlay me at thy Feet. 


o . 1 
i 2 A 4 „ 
— T—ͤ—d — 


The BackSLIDER. 
URE LV in the Loxp we have 
Both Strength and Righteouſneſs; 
Js us mighty is to fave 
The Sinner in Diſtreſs, 
Jes u's Blood, on which we ſtay, 
Cleanſes us from every Stain, 


Takes the Guilt of Sin away, 
Nor lets the Power remain. 


2 Why then, O my Saviour, 558 
(If mine indeed Thou art) 
Am I thus? a Sinner I, N | 
And ftill unclean of Heart? TY \ 
Why doth. Sin my Heart divide? — 
Whence this grievous Ty 
All this Hell of Self and Pride, 3 
If Thou haſt ſprinkled me. £0 ©) C ; 


3 Did I not believe and feel ! 
Through Faith my Sins forgiven? | | 
Was I not caught up from Hell, 
And ſtrangely rais'd ta Heaven ?. | 
Yes! I once could call Thee mine 
Feelt my Saviour's Blood applied, 
Cloath's l in-Righteouſneſs e e 
I once was juſtified. | I 


\ 
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4 What alas! I once have been En | 

Nothing avails me now) + 

I the Servant am of Sin, | 
While to its Yoke I bow: * 

While the Love of Sin remains 
CHRIST ia me can never nel; | "0 

CHRIST with Belial never reigns, © 
Nor mixes Heaven wk ell. 


5 Can anholy Actions fait 

| Witt One that is in Thee? 

JEs u, Thou haſt ſaid, the Fruit 
Muſt anſu er to the Tree: | 

If the Tree (the Heart) were ood, . 
Evil Thoughts it could not bear, 

Could not be by Sin ſubdu'd, . 
If Thou, my God, wert there. 


6 Can the ſelf-ſame F complain icht 


Both bitter Streams and ſweet? 
In a Soul by Jzsvs fill'd 
Can Satan find 'a Seat? 
No, my Lox p, I am not clean, 
Am not inwardly renew'd, 
Am not (for I ſtill can fin) 
I am not born of GoD. : 


» See, I give up all at laft; | 
My boaſted Gifts didn; 


Truſt no more in Graces paſ, 


But naw condemn'd I am: 
Nothing do I bring to Thee, 
That I may thy Mercy move, 
No one Spark remains in mne 

Of F aith, or Hope, or Love. 


| 3 If but one good Thoug he could buy | - 
Thy Grace, and 2 win, for 

Lok, not one good Thought have V 7 
My All is Sl and Si 


Full of Guilt and Miſery, 
Saviour, at thy Feet ] fall, 
See, the Unbeliever ſee, 
The Sinner ſtript of all. 


9 Let me never, never more 
My wretched Soul deceive,. 
Dream that I have Life, beſore 
I hear thy Voice and live: 
Let me, humbled in the Duſt, 
Wait to taſte how good Thou art, 
See, and feel, but never truſt | 
My own deceitful Heart. 


10 O that I could truly wait 
The DiQates of thy Will, 
Calmly mourn my ſinful State, 
Till Thou ſhalt ſay, Be ftill? 
The loſt Sheep to ſave I came, 
The Backſlider to reſtore; 
* Sinners I do not condemn ; 
« Depart, and fin no more.” 


Another. 


1 H! the dire Effects of Sin! 
What Tongue can fully tell 
All that I have felt within, 
Since firſt from Grace I fell! 
Still Thou ſeeſt my ſtormy Breaſt, 
My Soul is as the troubled Sea, 
Never, never can I reſt, 
Till I believe in Thee. 


2 O the Load my Spirit bears, _ 
The Mountain of my 'Grief? 
Full of cruel Doubts and Fears, Lt. dat 
Of racking Unbelief f 


SAEKED/ rorus 


Thee did I ever truly knowꝰ 
I can neither keep my Hold,” 
Nor let wy Saviour go. 


q” Did I not my Soul deceive 


With groundlefs Hopes of Heaven? 


Did I, Lox p, indeed believe, 
And was I once forgiven? . 
Still I aſk, but no Reply: 
O bid me, bid me come to Thee: 
Son of David, hear my Cry, 
If Mercy is for me. 


4 Hear me ſtill myſelf bemoan, 
A Bullock to the oke 
Unaccuſtom'd I ruſh on— 
O that my Heart were broke! 
Long I after Thee have mourn d, 
And till unpitied I complain, — > 
Turn me, and I be turn d, #* 
And never fin again. vets 


5 Me Thou wouldft not MN 
Were l indeed ſincere, | 
But my Heart alas! is hard, 
Aud val of Love and Fear 

Seldom can I lift mine Eyes, = 
Or offer Thee an hearty Grban n 
Take, if Thou wouldſt have me ne, 

O take away the Stone. 


e 
Did I ever Thee behold hath eek 


Another, 
1 H! my dear- loving Lond., 
To Thee what ſhall hes oP 


Bchold I tremble at thy Word, 
And farce preſume to pray: 
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Ten thouſand Wants have I, 
Alas! I all Things want, 

And Thou haſt bid me aways cry, 
And never, never faint. 


2 Yet now, Thou know'ſt, I ſexs, 
J fear to aſł thy Grace, 
So often have I, Lok, drawn near. | 
And mock'd Thee to thy Face: 


With all Pollutions ſtain'd, 
ww Thy beuge r 1 — 
ame an I pro 
And . to oc Thee Gon.” 


Far from the Living Gov, 

As far as Hell from Heaven, 
Thy Purity I ftill abhor d, 

Nor look'd to be forgiven. 


"I = Nature I obey'd, 
.- own Deſire purſu'd, 
And Bi a Den of ever I made 
The hallow'd Houſe of Gop+ 


The Worſhip He approves 
| To Him I would not pay; 
> My ſelfiſh Ends, and Creature-loves 
Had ſtole my Heart away. 


5 Sin and Nakedneſs 
| 7 died to diſguiſe, | 
— Spoke to my Soul a flattering Peace, 
And put out mine own yes; 
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In Fig-leaves I appear d. 

Nor with my. Form would part, 
But ſtill retain'd a Conſcience ſear'd, 

An hard, deceitful Heart. 4 


3 A goodly, formal Saint 
l long appear d in Sight, 
By Self and Satan taught to paint 
My Tomb. my Nature, white: 


The Phariſee within 

Still undiſturb'd remain d, | 
The ſtrong Man arm'd with Guilt of Sin 

Safe in his Palace reign'd. 


7 But Ol the jealous Gop 

In my Behalf came down, 
J=svs Himſelf the ſtronger ſhew'd, 

And claim'd me for his own : - 
My Spirit He alarm'd, 

| And brought into Diſtreſs, 

| He ſhook, and bound the ſtrong Man, arm'd 

In his Self-righteouſneſs. | 


$ Paded my virtuous Shew, 
My Form without the Power, 
The Sin-convincing Spirit blew, 
d every Flower ; 
My Mouth was ſtopt, and Shame 
Cover'd my guilty Face, 
I fell on the atoning Lamb, _. 
And I was fav'd by Grace. 


. » Z 
* 
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Pet the Sound 


ET ſoon my wretched Heart 
To Folly turn'd a 


How could I, Loxp, from Thee depart, 
And make thy Mercy vain ? 


Twas Pride my Soul betray'd, 


I loſt 


my Poverty, 


An Idol of thy Gifts I made, | 
And lov'd them more than Thee. 


Thy perfect Comelineſs, 
In which my Soul did ſhine, 


Dazzled my Eyes; thy glorious Drew 
I fondly counted mine: 


With ſacrilegious Boaſt 


| I ſpread mine own Renown, 
And in thy Beauty put my Truſt, 
And call'd it all my own. 


I thought not of my Goo, 
Nor call'd to mind the Da 

When naked, foul, and in my Blood, 
And loath'd of all I lay: 


None caſt a pi eee, 
None could Afiſtanc 


Till JeSvs graciouſly _ by, 


Why 


So ſoon return to Sin? 
How weak my Heart that could ſubmit, 


And bad the Sinner hve, | 


did I this forget, : 


And let the Miſchief i in? 


I fell, 


alas! thro Pride, 


I needed not thy Blood, 
As when I felt it firſt, and cried, 


Thou art my Lozp, my Gov! 
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5 O that I once again | 
My Lon, my Gon could cry! 


Doſt Thou not on my Sin and Pain 
Still caſt a pitying Eye? 


Thy Mercy ſtill is free; 
For Ser ravated Guilt, 
For Sinners foul and lack as me, 


Thy precious Blood was fpilt. 


Thou ſeeſt me loſt in Shame, . 

But Thou canſt ſtill forgive; 8 
Polluted in my Blood I am, 

But 'Thou canft bid me live. 


O 3 the gracious Word, 


| 8 5 MY P 
Stand * ied look ook 20th =p : 
Make this the” ime of Love. AF 


Jesv, if Thou 2 died 
My worthleſs Soul to win; 


F 
Spread over me thy Skirt, and hide 
My Nakedneſs and Sin 


Impute thy Righteouſneſs, 


_ Waſh away all my Blood, 
Adorn me now with evety Grace, 
And feed, and fill with Gov. 


je A EY 


2 


A Praver for Reęſtorinꝭ Grace. N 
ESU, Friend of Sinners, hear, 
Yet once again I pray, 
From my Debt of Sin tet dee, 
For 1 have nought to 
Speak, O ſpeak 4 kind Re Relea's, 
A poor backſliding Soul reitore : 
Leve me freely, teal my Peace, 


Aad bid me ſin no more. 
0 


1 
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2 For my Selfiſhneſs and Pride 
Fou haſt withdrawn thy Grace, 
Left me long to wander wide, 

An Outcaſt from thy Face, 

But I now my Sins confeſs, 
And Mercy, Mercy 1 implore: 
Love me freely, &c. 


3 Tho' my Sins as Mountains riſe, . 
And ſwell, and reach to Heaven, 
Mercy is above the Skies, ES, 
I may be ſtill forgiven ; 
Infinite my Sin's Increaſe, 
But greater is thy Mercy's Store : 
Love me freely, GW. 


4 Sin's Deceitfulneſs hath ſpread , 
1 An Hardneſs o'er my Heart, 
But if Thou thy Spirit ſhed, 
The Stony ſhall depart: 
Shed thy Love, thy Tenderneſs, 
And let me feel the ſoft'ning Power: 
Love me freely, Oc. 


s From th' oppreflive Power of Sin 
M y ſtruggling Spirit free, 
Perfect Righteouſneſs bring in, 
Vnſpotted Purity: 
Speak, and all this War ſhall ceaſe, 
And Sin ſhall give its Raging oer: 
Love me freely, GWS. 


6 For this oply Thing I pray, 
And this will J require, 
Take the Power of Sin way, 
Fill me with chaſte Deſire; 
Perfect me in Holineſs, 
Thi Image to my Soul reſſore: 
Lov: rie freely, ſgal iy PFenoce, 
And bid me ſin no more. 


— 
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Another. 


That JI was as heretofore, FE 
When warm in my firſt Love! / 
] only liv'd my Lord tO adore, 


And ſeck the Things above. me u , 


2 Upon my Head his Candle ſhone, 
And laviſh of his Grace, 
With Cords of Love he drew me on, 

And half unveil'd his Face. 


3 Butter and Honey did I eat, | = 

And lifted up on high, 0 

I ſaw the Clouds beneath my Feet,” 
And rode upon the Sky. 


4 Fer, far above all earthly Things 
| Triumphantly I rode, | 
I ſoar'd to Homes on Eagle's Wings, 
And found, and talk'd with Gov. 


5 Where am J now, from what an Height 
Of Happineſs caſt down . 

The Glory ſwallow'd up in Night, | 
And faded i is the Crown. | * 


6 My firſt Eſtate I could not keep, + 
Fallen thro? Pride I am, 
Implung'd in Sin's profoundeſt Deep, 

And ſwallow'd up of Shame. 


7 Forlorn, forſaken, and alone, 
Naked, and void of Gop, 
My feeble Soul can ſcarcely goon: 
2 i l 
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8 Ah! woe is me! my Joy is fled, 
- Vaniſhd my us Boaft, 
My Hope cut off, my Life | is — 
My Paradiſe is loſt! 


os Thro? ts wide World of Sin and Woe 
A baniſh'd Man I roam, 
But cannot find my Reſt below, 
But cannot nn. $7 


10 O Gov, Thou art my Home, my Reſt, 
For which I ſigh in Pain, 
How ſhall I ſcape i into thy Breaſt, 
My Egen how wy 5 


11 W divine is a near; 
W here'er my Steps I turn, 
T ſee the Cherubim appear, 
I fee thine Anger burn. 


12 When long zing oft to be reſtor'd, - 
| I wonid to Eden flee, - 


Thine Anger as a flaming Sword, 
| Preſerves the facred Tree. 


13 What ſhall I do? 'Tis worle than Death 
14 To live without thy Grace: 
= I yield, I yield Thee up my Breath, 
_ So I may ſee thy Face. 


14 A Sinner in 1 ＋ I am, 
| No farther let me fly 
But ruſh upon that Sword of Flame, 
And in thy Preſence die 


15 Nothing, alas! have Ito plead, 
am not fit to live, 
1 Yet if thy juſtice ſtrike me dead, 
| | Sup Mercy ſhall revive. ” b 346053 
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16 This is the Way ho n eee 
Thyſelf haſt —— 1 * 


Be it according to thy Word, 
On me thy Will be done. 


17 Ser and I ſhall live indeed, 1 
With thy dead Men ariſe, 
From all the Life of Nature freed, 
In Love's ſweet Paradiſe. 


18 Now, Lokp, thy Death, Be: Life bring in, 
While at thy Feet I bow, | 
Enter at once, and caſt out Sin, 
Deſtroy, and fave me now. 
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After a . 


13 R D, and is thine Anger gone? 
And art Thou paciked ? 230 
After all that I have done, 

Doſt Thou no longer chide? 
Infinite thy Mercies are, 
Beneath the Weight I cannot move, 


O *tis more than I can bear, 
The Senſe of par@ning Love. 


2 Let it ſtill my Heart conſtrain, 
And all my Paſſions ſway, 
Keep me, left I turn again 
Out of the narrow Way; 
Force my Violence to be flill, 67 = 
Captivate my every Thought, ry | * 
Charm, and melt, and change my Will. | 
And bring me down to Nought. | 


* If L have begun once more „ 
Thy ſweet Return to feel, 

If ev'n now I find thy Power 
Preſent my Soul to heal, 
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Still and quiet may I lie, 
Nor ſtruggle out of thine Embrace, 
Never more reſiſt or fly 
From thy purſuing Grace. 


4 To thy Croſs, thine Altar, bind 
8 Me with the Cords of Love, 
Freedom let me never ſind 
From my dear Lox p to move; 
That I never, never more . 
May with my much-lov'd Maſter part, 
To the Poſts of Mercy's Door 
O nail my willing Heart. 


5 See my utter Helpleſſneſs, 
And leave me not alone, 

O preſerve in perfect Peace, 
And ſeal me for Thine own; 
More and more Thyſelf reveal, 

Thy Preſence let me always find, 

Comfort, and confirm, and heal 

My feeble, Sin- ſick Mind. 


6 As the Apple of an Eye 
| Thy weakeſt Servant keep, 
'_ __ Help me at thy Feet to lie, 
And there for ever weep, 
Tears of Joy mine Eyes o'erflow, 
That I have any Hope of Heaven; 
Much of Love I ought to know, 
For I have much forgiven, 


7 Nowl ſeem to taſte thy Love, 
As for a Moment's Space, 
But I cannot faithful prove 
To thy reſtoring Grace ; 
Cannot in Temptation Rand, 
My own frail Soul I cannot kee: 
If Thou once withdraw thy Hand, 447 
I fink into the Deep. 
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$ Now, this inſtant Now; if 8in . 

Were knocking at my Heart, N 

I ſhould let the Tempter in, 8 
And bid my Loxp depart; 

But Thou wilt not let me fall, 

Thou wilt not from my Weakneſs move, 

Till I more than conquer All, 

Throꝰ thy dae mißg Love. 


Ane 


1 ON of Gov, if thy free Grace 
Again hath rais'd me up, 5 
CalPd me full to ſeek thy Face, 
And gave me back my Hope; 5 
Still thy gracious Help afford, 
And all thy Loving kind. $ ſhew;3, | 
Keep me, keep me, deareſt LokD, 
And never let me go. 


2 Feebly if Ino begin 
Atter my Fall to riſe, - 
Save me from my Boſom-ſin, 
My worſt of Enemies; 
Let me fully be reſtor'd, 
And cauſe me all thy Power to know; ; 
| Keep me, keep me, fc. | 


3 By me, O my Saviour, ſtand 4 0 
In fore Temptation's Hour. 
Save me with thine outſtretchꝰd Hand. 
And ſhew forth all thy Power: 
O be mindful of thy Word, SL 
Thine all-ſufficient Grace beftow z; © 
Keep me, keep me, G&W. 


4 Give me, Loxp, an holy Fear, „1 447 
And fix it in my Heart. 
That I may — Evil naar „ 
„ eee 1: 4; e 1 
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Sin be more than Hell abhorr'd, 


Till Thou deſtroy the — 57 
Keep me, keep 10 Oc. a 


5 Never let me Jedve thy Breaſt, 
From Thee, my Saviour, ſtray ; 
Thou art my Support and Ret, 
My true and livin 
My exceeding nn 
In Heaven — ng Earth below : 
Keep me, wo: me, Sc. 


6 Never let me go, "ll I 
Upborn on Wings of Love, 
Gain the Regions of the Sky, 
And take my Seat above, 
See Thee by all Heaven ador'd, 
And all thy glorious Fulneſs know : 
Keep me, keep me, deareſt Lox p, 
And never let me go. 


Groaning for Redemption. g 


0 Jesv, ill, ſtill ſhall T groan 
Beneath the galling Yoke of Sin ? 


Wilt Thou not claim me for thine own,. 
And ſpeak the Word, and make me nr 

My Load is more than 1 can bear: 

Where is the Friend of Sinners, where 5 


2 Is there no Balm in Thee to heal 
The Anguiſh of a Sin- ſick Soul? 
Doſt Thou not know the Pangs I feel? 
Doſt Thou not ſee the Billows roll? 
_ My Soul is all a troubled Sea, WT 
I cannot find my Reſt in Thee. 


| k 3 , 


3 But wilt Thou deb kenn >: 20 ce 
And take me as his la ful Pre? ben HIT 
But muſt I fink beneath the Power. _ | 

Of Sin, and fall a Caſt- away? 
Forbid it Love! and ſave (if Thon 
Art Love indeed) O ſave me Now 1 | 


4 Tis not the puniſhment 1 dread,.. 
Harden'd I ſeem, and cannot fe 
Thy Wrath abiding on my Head, 
Or deprecate thy Judgments. near; 
But reſcue me from Satan's Power, 
Save me from Sin, I aſk ds more. 


5 Taſk not ſenſible Deliglit, 
I he ſoy and Comfort of thy y Ons,” 
Still let me der baby Þ bog 


Let me all my Days; 
With trem yp y Ways . 
But ſave wy it I fin no more. 


6 Rather than ſuffer me to in, 
Now, Soul require 
I know that I am all unclean, 
And Thou a Sin-conſuming Fire ; 
I cannot now in Heaven appear, 


Nothing unclean mall enter there. 


7 Yet now Ichuſe to breathe my lat, 
Rather than turn to Sin again, 

On Thee my Soul unchang'd 1 caſt, / fe, 
And foul with every ſinful Stain. 1 0 / 
I plunge'me ina Sea unknown, $ 9:4 0 
Undone b t 
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Without thy utmoſt Grace 
8 Thou can? cut ſhort the Work, and heal 


The Sinner in a Moment's EN 194 Þ ROO 

Be it according to thy Will, 1 lh 
l leave it to thy ſecret Grace; PET 2G A 
J venture All on this laſt Hour, 77 101189 


And die that I may fin no more. 
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Part the Second, 


1 JESU, Thou know'ft my Simpleneſs, 
My Faults are not conceal'd from Thee, 
A Sinner in my laſt Diſtreſ , 
To thy dear Wounds I fain would flee, 
And never, never thence depart. 
Cloſe ſhelter'd in thy loving Heart. 


2 How ſhall I find the living Way yr 
Loft, . and confus d, and dark, and blind; 
Ah! Loxp, my Soul is gone aſtra , 
Ah! Shepherd, ſeek my Soul, and find, 
And in thy Arms of Mercy take,  _ 
And bring the weary Wanderer back. 


3 Weary and ſick of Sin I am, 
J hate it, LoxD, and yet I love: 
When wilt Thou rid me of my Shame, 
When wilt Thou all my Load remove, 
Deſtroy the Field of inbred Sin, 
And ſpeak the Word of Power, Be clean... 
4 My Jes us, why doſt Thou delay 
| An helpleſs dying Soul to heal ? 
What ſhall I to my J=svs ſay? 
Doſt Thou not all m Sulfrings feel? 
Ah tell me, if unmov'd Thou art? 
How doſt Thou find it in thy Heart? 


5 What means this Struggling in my Breaſt, 
If Thine is ſteePd againſt my Prayer? 
If Thou art deaf to my Requeſt, 
Why do I groan my Sin to bear? 
Surely it is thy Spirit's Groan, 
I do pat grieve, 'or weep alone. 
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6 TI feel that Thou wouldſt have me 


live, 


And waiteſt now thy Grace to ſhew, 


When I am willing to receive 


The Grace, I all thy Life ſhall know, 


And Thouart ſtriving now with me 


To get Thyſelf the Victory. 
- O Lond, if I at lat diſeem 


* 


That I am Sin, and Thou now 


If now o'er me thy Bowels yearn, 


_ Give me a Token from above, 


And conquer my rebellious Will, 
And bid my murmuring Heart be 


8 Sin only let me not commit, 


— 


(Sin never can advance thy Pai) 


And Jo! I lay me at thy Feet, 


* — 4 L 
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And wait unwearied all my Days, 
"Till my appointed Time ſhall come, - 
And Thou ſhalt call thine Exile Home. 


9 Ah! tell me that I ſhall not nn, 


Aſſur d of this, I aſk no more, 


The Kingdom when Thou wilt, 250 in, | 


Thine Image as Thou wilt reſtore, 
But do not ſuffer Sin to.reign, __ 


Ah! do not let me fin again. 


to Or if I aſk I Ln not what, 


The Knowledie bf a fatams . 


If this can only 0 be wro 151 


When pure in Heart I ſee 


Face, 


O pierce, and fill me ne 3 Fear 


Of Sin, and Hell, for er er near. 


11 O put thy Fear within my Heart, 2 5 


That I may tremble at thy Word, 
Nor ever from thy Paths depart, 


Or dare to ſin againſt che ORD, 


F 
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Till J the promis'd Seed receive, 
Let Lomael before Thee live. 


” "3 I aſk according to thy Will, 


O keep me till the Grace is given, 
; Till I thy holy Law fulfil 
On Eaith, as Angels do in Heaven, 
Thy uttermoſt Salvation prove, 
Made perfect in Almighty Love. 


P art the Third. 


REAK flubborn Men, and fi oh no more 
To mock me with a Shew of Good, 
Jo make me think the Conflit o'er, 
The Strength of inbred Sin ſubdu'd ; 


Or let me ceaſe from every Ill, 
Or bear the Nether-Milſtone fill. 


2 Away my flatt' ring Hopes and Fears, 

The Tranſports of my ſhort-liv'd Grief, 
Away my unavailing Tears, 

Nor mock me with your vain Relief, 
Diſſembling Tears, 'tis paſt your Art 
To melt the Marble of my Heart. 


3 My Heart, which now to God aſpires, 


The following Moment cleaves to Duſt, 
My firm Reſolves, my good Deſires, 

My holy Frames no more ] truſt, 
Poor feeble broken Reeds, to you : 
My Gooduets melts as Morning-Dew. 


4 H andly convinc'd I own at laſt, 
No Will to Good abides in me, 
My lateſt Rag away I calt, 
Tue Nag of my Sincerity, 
I bear my double Sin and Shame, | 
Beaſt, Leait, and Legion is my Name, 
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c Full of Concupiſcence and Pride, 


Fit Fuel for eternal Fire, 
With virtuous Shew I ftrive to hide. 
The Baſeneſs of impure Deſire; 
Conceal'd it lies, yet not ſuppreſt: 
The Devil bluſhes or the Beaſt. 


6 I tart from the Contempt of Men, 


But ſhameleſs in his Sight appear 
By whom my every Thought is ſeen; 
My Heart is harden'd from his Fear, 


Nor care I from his View to hide 


My fouleſt Filthineſs of Pride. 


O what a loathſome H ypocrite 7 ; : 
Am I! A Child of Wrath an Sin, 5 
An Heir of Hell, a Son of Night, 
An outward * a Fiend within, 1 
A painted Tomb, a whited Wall, | 


A Worm, a Sinner ſtript of all. 


10 


Lay to thine Hand, O Gop of 3 7 
O Gov, the Workæ is worthy Th hs 125 
See at thy Feet of all our Race 
The chief, the vileſt Sinner ſec, 


And let me all thy Mercy prove, 
'Thine utmoſt Miracle of Love. 


Speak; and an holy Thing and clean 
Shall ſtrangely be brought out of me, 
My 1 2+ Soul ſhall change her Skin, 
eem'd from all Iniquity, 
J, even I ſhall then proclaim _ | 
Ihe Wonders wrought by Jes v's Name. 


Thee I ſhall then for ever praiſe, 
In Spirit and in Truth adore, 
While all I am declares thy Grace, 

And born of Gop I fin no more, 


_— . H 
48 + ; 4 
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The pure and heavenly Nature ſhare, 
And Fruit unto Perfection bear. | 


Part the Fourth, 


I AVIOUR from Sin, I wait to prove 
. That Jxs us 15 thy healing Name, 
'To loſe, when perfected in Love, 
Whate'er I have, or can, or am; 
I ſtay me on thy faithful Word, 
The Servant ſhall be as his Lorp. 


- 2 Anſwer that gracious End in me, | 
For which thy precious Life was given, 
Redeem from all Iniquity, | 
' Reſtore, and make me meet for Heaven; 
Unleſs Thou purge my every Stain, 
Thy Suffering, and my Faith is vain, 


3 Tis not a bare Releaſe from Sin, 

| Its Guilt and Pain my Soul requires, 
I want a Spirit of Power within, | 
Thee, Jes ve, Thee my Heart defires, 
And pants, and breaks to be renew'd, 
And waſh'd in thine-all-cleanſmg Blood, 


4 Didſt Thou not in the Fleſh appear, 
Sin to condemn, and Man to fave? 
That perfect Love might caſt out Fear, 
That I thy Mind in me might have? 
In Holineſs ſhew forth thy Praiſe, 
And ſerve Thee all my ſinleſs Days? 


Didſt Thou not die, that I might live 
No longer to myſelf, but Thee ? 
Might Body, Soul, and Spirit give 
To Him Who gave Himſelf for me? 
Come then, my Maſter, and my Gop, 
Take the dear Purchaſe of thy Blood. 
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6 Thine own peculiar Servant claim, | 
For thine own Truth and Mercy's Sake, 
Hallow in me thy glorious Name, | 
Me for thine own this Moment take, - 
And change, and throughly purify : | 


Thane only may I live and die. 


a 
— 


Ile have not an FHigh-Pricft which cannot be 
touched with the Feeling of our 2 mites, 
&c. Hes. iv. 15. 


'O Compaſſionate Hi h-Prieft, 
Full of Truth and Grace for me, 
Mark the Heavings of my Breaſt, 
See my Sin and Mitery ! 
Surely All to Thee is known, 
'Tho' Thou doſt not yet appear, 
Noted is my every Groan, 
Counted 1s my every Tear. 


2 I have not aPrieft unmov'd 

With the Feeling of my Woe, 

Who Himſelf was never prov'd, 
Who my Sufferings cannot know : 

Touch'd moſt ſenſibly Thou art 
With my Soul's Infirmities, 

Still the Saviour's gentle Heart 
Doth with Sinners ſympathize. 


3 Tho- He now triumphant reigns, 
Still as in his Days of Fleſh, 
All his Agonies and Pains 
In out Souls He feels afreſh : 
Tho? exalted to a Throne, 
'Thou doſt in our Sorrows ſhare, 
Thou haſt not forgot 'Thine own: 
Thine own Fleſh and Blood we are, 
| 1 | 
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4 Friend of Sinners, in thy Heart, 
Fell me, doth there not remain 
One unarm'd and tender Part, 
Capable of human Pain ? 
Lox», I wait for the Reply: 
 _ Groan an Anſwer from within, 
Tell me, Comforter, that I, 
I ſhall be redeem'd from Sin. 


5 Hoping againſt Hope, I wait 
For Redemption in thy Blood : 
Help me in my loit Eſtate, 
ake away my heavy Load, 
Save me from this Tyranny, 
O bring near the joyful Hour, 
From all Sin my Spirit free, 
All the Guilt, and all the Power. 


6 Grant, O grant my laſt Requeſt, 
Nothing do J aſk beſide, 
Only give my Spirit Reſt, — 
Reſt from Self, and Reſt from Pride; 
Bring into thy perſect Peace, 
Give me Faith to enter in, 
Let me with thy People ceaſe 
From my own dead Works of Sin. 


7 Power I want, a conſtant Power 
My own Evil to eſchew, 
Till my Heart can ſin no more, 
Till Jam a Creature new: 
Let me in thy Wounds abide, 
Till the perfect Grace is given; 
Give me this, I aſk beſide 
Nothing or in Earth or Heaven. 
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—k. cc. en 


— 


4 PRA AYER for Perſons joined in Fel- 
lnufhih.. 


RY us, O Gov, and ſearch the Ground 
Of every ſinful Heart, 
Whate'er of Sin in us is found, 
O bid it all depart. 


2 When to the Right or Left we ſtray, 
Leave us not comfortleſs, | 
But guide our Feet into the Way 
Of everlaſting Peace. | | 


2 Help us ; to help each other, Link 
Each other's Croſs to bear, 
Let each his friendly Aid afford; 
And feel his Brother's Care. 


4 Help us to build each-other up, 
Our little Stock improve, | 
Increaſe our Faith, confirm our Hope,. 


And perfect us in Love. 


5 Up into Thee, our living Head, 
Let us in all Things grow, 

Till Thou haſt made us free lead; 

And nnlefs here below. - 


4 


6 Then u hen the mighty Work i is reunite 
Receive thy ready Bride, 


Give us in Heaven a happy I ot, 
With all the Sanctiſied. 


32 
H 3 
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Part the Second. 


1 JES U, all Power is given to Thee, 
J Command our inward Parts, | 
Turn as the Rivers of the Sea 

Our hard unyielding Hearts. 


2 Our Hearts are to ourſelves unknown, 
Till Thou the Veil remove, | 
Open, enlarge, and melt them down, 
By thy victorious Love. 


3 Thee at thy Word we come to meet, 
And humbly to confeſs, DT 
While lowly proſtrate at thy Feet, 
Our utter Sintulneſs. 


4 O let us faithfully obey _ 
The Counſel of thy Will, 
And each to each our Faults diſplay, 
Our every Thought reveal. 


'5 Our Fig- leaves all be caſt aſide, 
Let no Self- ſoothing Art 
Conceal the Luft, t' indulge the Pride 
Of a foul helliſn Heart. 


6 Open a Window In our Breaft, 
That each our Hcart may ſee, 
And let no Secret be ſupprgſs'd, 


Since all are known to I hee. 


7 Remove the Sins which we declare, 
'The Burden of our Soul, 
And hear the mutual faithful Prayer, 
Which makes the Sinner whole. 
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8 To All, thro' Faith which is in Thee, 
A perfect Soundneſs give, 


And let us from all Sin ſet free, 
The Life of Jesus live. 


Part the Third. 


t OD of our Life, at thy Command 
We now our Sins confeſs, | 
In Nakedneſs of Spirit ſtand, 
And ſhew our ſore Diſeaſe. 


2 Gon of our Health, in thy great Name = 
We now perform thy Will, 
Regard our Prayer, admit our Claim, 
Our. Sin-ſick Spirits heal, | 


3 Forgive the Sins thro' which we groan, 
hich we no longer hide, | 
Our Filthineſs of Fleſh we own, 
Our Filthineſs of Pride. 


5 The deviliſh and the brutal Luſt h 
To Thee we now confeſs, : | ; 
Cleanſe us, O faithful Gop, and juſt, 
From all Unrighteouſneſs. 


5 Then ſhall we to thine only Name 
The Praiſe and Glory give, 
The Greatneſs of thy Power proclaim 
To us-ward who believe. 


5 


6 6 Then let or Earth or Hell oppoſe, 
We will affert thy Power, 
And witneſs to a World of Foes, 
That we can ſin no more. 
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Part the F. ourth, 


*3 U, united by thy Gr race, 
And each to each endear'd, 

With Confidence we ſeek thy Face, 
And know our Prayer is heard. 


2 Still let us own our common Loxp, 
And bear thy eaſy Yoke, 
A Band of Love, a threefold Cord 
Which never can be broke. 


3 Make us into one 1 55 it drink, 
Baptize into thy Name, 
And let us always kindly think, 

And ſweetly ſpeak the ſame. 


4 Touch'd by the Loadſtone of thy Love, 
Let all our Hearts agree, 3 | 
And ever towards each other move, 
And ever move towards Thee. 


5 To Thee inſeparably join'd, 
Let all our Spirits cleave, 
O may we all the loving Mind 
That was in Thee receive. 


6 This is the pod of perſectneſs, 
Thy ſpotleſs Charity, 
O let us (fill we pray) poſſeſs 
The Mind that was in Thee. 


7 Grant this, and then from all below 
Inſenſibly remove; 
Our Souls their Change ſhall ſcarcely know, 5 
Made perfect first! in Love. | 
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2 With Eaſe our Souls thro? Death ſhall glide 


Into their Paradiſe, 
And thence on Wings of Angels ride 
Triumphant thro? the Skies. 


9 Yet when the fulleſt Joy is given, 

The ſame Delight we prove, 

In Earth, in Paradiſe, 3 in Heaven, 
Our All in All is Love. ISR, 


At Watang. 


18 and Guardian of my Sleep, 


To praiſe thy Name I wake, 


Still, rel thy helpleſs Servant keep, 


For thy own Mercy's Sake. 


2 The Bleſſing of another 
I thankfully receive: * 
O may I alf Theo obey, 

And to thy Glory live, 


3 Vouchſaſe to keep m my Soil s Sin, 5 


Its cruel Power ſu 
Till all this Strife — War _—_ 
In perfe& Peace ſhall end. 


4 O reſpite me from Self and Pride, 
Curb, and keep down my Will, 
My Appetites and Paſſions chide, 
And bid the Sea * fill. : 


5 Upon me lay thy mighty Hand, 
My Words and Thoughts reſtram, 
Bow my whole Soul to thy Commands, 
Nor let my Faith be vain. 
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6 Priſoner of Hope, I wait the Hour 
Which ſhall Salvation bring, 


When all J am ſhall own thy Power, 
And call my Jesvs King. 


7 Thou wilt, I tedfaſtly believe, 
Thou wilt the Captive free, 
Freedom, full, perfect Freedom give, 
And more than Victory. 5 


8 Tho' now to every Sin inclin'd, 
I ſhall be as Thou art, | 
Lowly as Thine ſhall be my Mind, 
And meek and pure my Heart. 


9 Ange and Luſt Thou wilt expel,. 
And Pride by ſtronger Grace, 
They can in me no longer dwell, 
When Ixs us fills the Place. 


10 Thy Preſence, Lok op, the Place ſhall fill, 
My Heart ſhall be thy Throne, 
Thy holy, juſt, and perfect Will, 
Shall in my Fleſh be done. 


11 1 thank Thee for the future Grace, 
And now in Hope rejoice, 
In Confidence to fee thy Face, 
And always hear thy Voice. 


12 I have the Things I aſk of Thee, 
What ſhall I more require? 
That ſtill my Soul may reſtleſs be, 
And only Thee deſire. | 


13 Or let me, (if I more would have) 
This laſt Deſire ſubmit, 
And lie, till Thou ſeeſt good to ſave, 
Expecting at thy Feet. 


-+ 
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14 Thy only Will be done, not mine, 
But make me, Lox, thy Home, 
Come w/e Thou wilt, I that refign, 
But O my Jzsvs come! © 


* 


PS AL M CX. 1. 


I "Ez Lord unto my Loxbp hath ſaid, 
Sit Thou, in Glory ſit, | 
Till Ithine Enemies have made 

To bow beneath thy Feet. 


2 Jesv,.my Lorp, mighty to ſave, 
What can my Hopes withſtand, 
When Thee my Advocate I have 
Enthron'd-at Gop's Right-hand ? 


3 I fear nor Earth, nor Sin, nor Hell, 
And Death hath loſt his Sting, 
In vain a white thy Foes rebel, 
Thou, Js us, art my King. 


Nature is ſubject to thy Word, 
All Power to Thee is give, 
The uncontrouPd Almighty Lon vd, 
Of Hell, and Earth, and Heaven. 


5 And ſhall my Sins thy Will oppoſe? : . 
Jesv, thy Right maintam, = 
O let not thine uſurping Foes 
In me thy Servant reign. 


6 Maſter, on Thee my Soul is:ftay'd, 
Thou wilt not quit thy Claim, 
Thou only haſt my Ranſom paid, 
And only Thine I amn. 


— 
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7 Come then, and claim me for thine own, | 
Sab iour, thy Right aſſert, 
Come, gracious Lox p, ſet up thy Throne, 
. reign wide Heart. 


8 The Day of thy great Power I feel, 
And pant for Liberty, =o 
1 loath myſelf, deny my Will, 
And give up All for Thee. 


9 T hate my Sins, no longer mine, 

ö For J renounce them too, 4 
My Weakneſs with thy Strength ti join, 

Thy Strength ſliall al ſubdue, 


zo Our common Foes, who. Thee defied, * 

And would not own thy Sway, | 

Envy, and Sloth, Deſire, and Pride, 
And Hate, and Anger ſlay. 


21 Thine Enemies deſtroy in mine, 
Pronounce their ſpeedy Doam, . 

In Vengeance ſpeak, in Brightneſs ſhine, 
The Man of Sin conſume. | 


12 So ſhall I bleſs thy pleaſing Sway, 
And ſitting, at thy Feet 
Thy Laws with all my Heart obey, 
With all my Soul ſubmit. 


13 So ſhall I do thy Will below. 
As Angels do above, 5 
The Virtue of thy Paſſton ſnew, 
The Triumphs of thy Love. 


14 Thy Love the Conqueſt more than gains: 
To All I ſhall proclaim, : - bw 
Juous the King, the. Conqu'ror reigns, 4T 
Bow down to Jasv' $ Name, while 1 tai] 
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15 To Thee ſhall Earth and Hell ſubmit, 
| n 
Till Death expires beneath thy Feet, 
And Gos is All in All. & 


* 


„ * "FF 2 * 12 


Come unto Me all you that labour, and are 
2 and I will give you Rei. Mat. 
xi. 28. , | 


1 O That my Load of Sin were gone! 
| O that I could at laſt ſubmit 
At JEs v's Feet to lay it down, 

To lay my Soul at J Es v's Feet. 


2 When ſhall mine Eyes behold the Lamb, 
The Gop of my Salvation ſee? _ 
Weary, O Lo p, Thou know't I am, 
Yet ſtill I cannot come to Thee. 


3 Mark the hard Travail of my Soul, | 
With Pity view my lab'ring Breaſt, 
O give me Faith to make me whole, 


nd ſpeak my Miſery into Reſt. 


4 Reſt for my Soul I long to find; , | 
Saviour of All, if mine Thou art, 5 
Give me thy meek and lowly Mind, 
And ſtamp thine Image on my Heart. 


5 Break off the Yoke of inbred Sin, 
And fully ſet my Spirit free: 
I cannot feſt, till pure within, 
Till I am wholly Toft in Thee. 


6 Fain would I learn of Thee, my Gop, 
Thy light and eaſy Burden prove, 
The Crofs all-ſtain'd with hallow'd Blood, 
The Labour of thy 1 Love. 


\ 
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7 This Moment would I take it PTY VERS hv > 
And after my dear Maſter bear, 

\ With Thee asel, e Calera Dag ONES 
And bow my Head. and ſuſſer chere. 


3 I would: but Thou muſt give the Power, 
My Heart from every Sin releaſe; | * [7 


Bring near, bring near the joyful Hour, N i | 
And fill and N Peace. £ 


Come, Lox, the 5g Sinner chews 
- Nor let thy a © drooping' 


Appear in my poor Heart, 9; £2 
My Gop, my Saviour come away. 


10 One Deep unto another cries, jv 8 ——_ 

My Lon p, implores thy Grace: 

'When 2 hear, and bow the Skins} 
When ſhall I ſee my Jesv 's Face! | 


11 The Hirelin longeth for his 8 
But only Puniſhment is mine, | 
My Merits are eternal Fire— | 
But Heaven and Happineſs are Thins. 


12 Give me thy Life, for Thou my Death | 
Haſt ſwallow'd up in Victory, 
r d me with hy lateſt Breath, 


And died, TUO OST is, 


13 This, on! 3 
a And doth 4 DFT. 
Thy Faithful d. Mercies bold me up, . r 


My Saviour did not die in Vain. 


1 Anſwer thy Death's Pall bs and. 

a The Guile and Per of ee, 
Redeem from all 

Renew, and perfect n 


4, 
"WU, 
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2 200 l in HOM 4 4 
LVL 69D 7 TL T5Jt5 Fe 
This is 4 faith 1 Sejing, ond worthy: of all Ac- 
ceptation, that eume into the 
World to ſave 2. | Cy Tim. 1 FH 1 15: 1 
ESU, r 
Jz$vu, Lover thy 127 
et me feet thy ſoy Nm, I ba. 
Let me all its Virtue know: 
Hear my Cry out of the Beep 
Haſte, and help à friendl; 25 
Seek, and ſave a a ini We., 
| Make a Sin- ſick Sinner whole. © 


2 Burden'd am I. oppreſt, Gn , 300; 9's 
Till I my. Load: WA. 
Weary, till Thou give me Reſt, tw £39 ve | 
Guilty, till Ffodl thy Blood. d 
See me, a mere Sinner ſee. 
Miſerable, poor, and blind, lt A728, wits CT 
Till I loſe my All in Ther 
Till in Thee ere 12 MN wh 


5s 1 891 1922 


; What have I thy Grac e to move? | 
Beaſt and Devil is my Name, 20; Vith Ke 

God I hate, and Sin I love, jr {| 
Sin I love, and Sin I am. . 2 55 KS 

Yet I mean thy Grace to ty; hu oaks 

| Sinden if Thou canſt receive, S 
Here I am, their Captain I 

Wouldſt Thou have me dic or live?» mA 


1 IT 
4 Thou the Potter, I the Clay, oat ed 
Nothing have I, Lok, to plead, 

Nothing have I, Los p, tofayr :?: 
Bid me live, or ſtrike me 3 

I cannot in Judgment i c N 
Raiſe, ox ſlay me 
Guilty J ſhall Tet chin e! 2 
Quilty of Eternal Death. 


4 * 4 
% "4: 
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5 Trembling 1 expecł my Fate, 
If Thou as my Judge: appear; W ag 
If Thou art my Advocate, _—_— 
Jesus, what haveT to fear? 45 
Jxs us is the Sinner$ Friend, Gs 
Sinners JE sus came to ſave; 5. 
Irsus, Ion Thee depend, = 
Peace and Power in Thee I have: 


wn 
4 — 4 £ hf 1 0 * Da 3 a * 


6 I the Golden Sce «ES 
(Self- -deſpairing as I Was) 3 
Now, ev'n now reach'd out to me, | 
Ireeeſve thy parcꝰ ning Grace. 
Of thy Grace I cannot doubt; 
Sinners to thy Wounds who 3 
Thou in no- wife wilt caſt but: 
Lo! T come, the Sinner ; { * 


7 Thou ſhalt 'make me'whits) as Snow, 225 
.Tho? my Soul n as Hell. 


| * 


2 


* 9 


Never from: thy Croſs I "2 
Safe within thy Wounds 1 duell. 7 ook 

Other Refuge haye L-none, . WE x 
None do I defire beſide; | . 

Friend of Sinners, -I am one, 35 8 


Save me, who for 4 me haſt died.” 


Believe in the Logy- Fe an . fat b 
ſaved. Acts xvi. - . 7221 7% 


HAT ſhall I de, my Gov, my Geb! 
I aſk in Jzsv's Name. Tg. 


* Unſan&tified, and 3 


J ſtill remain the: fam. PE 7 
2 Sin, only Sin in me I find; n e wah 
I cannot ſubject DE Hie hot: 
To thy Comm̃and; my carnal Mind th 
Is AY ns 
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3 But Thou canſt waſh, the Leper clean. 
The Stone to Fleſh convert. 
Canft make the wa en EY 
4 


+ Then onlx, when by Grace renew, 
My Wil with Thine ſhall ſuit: 
O — 5 the Tree of Nature goo! 
And good ſhail be its Fruit, 


5 I ſtrive in all I do to pleaſe _ 
With endleſs Grief and Pain, 
But cannot, Loa d, from Sinning ceaſe, | | 
Till I am born * e 


6 With Thee my Virtae i is but Vice, 
My Good is. ſpecious Ill, 
Tis Self 'tis Nature in Diſguiſe, 
And Lam carnal full. 


No Work of mine, or Word, or Thought 
7 Thy Glory, Lon — abide, - ang, 
, 8 never 
For all my Soul is Pride. 


| 1 What have I then wherein to tra? 
N al. rg 
Foul N Fongerap loſt, 
Thy Son Bath died for 


9 Jxsus hath died that I might live, 
Might live to Gov alone, 
In Him Eternal Life 1. 


10 Saviour, I thank Thee {Ge the Gra, 
The Gift unſpeakable, , N 
And wait, with Arms of Faith Perbrace, 
Aud all thy I Love to feel. 3 


13 


= "1 
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11 My Soul breaks out in ftrong Defre 


The perfe& Bliſs to prove, 


My longipg Soul is all on Fire ws Fg 


To be diflolv/d in Love. 


12 Give me Thyſelf, from every 
From every Wiſh ſet free: 
Let all I am in Thee be loſt, 
But give Thyſe to me. 
13 Thy Gifts, alas! cannot ſuffice, 
Dunleſs Thyſelf be given, 
'Thy Preſence makes my Paradiſe, 
And where Thou art is Heaven. 


Boaſt, Y 


De Woman of Canaan. 


1 ORD, regard my earneſt Cry, 
A Potſherl of the 3 . 
A poor guilty Worm am I, 
A Canaanite by Birth: 
Save me from this Tyranny, 
From all the Power of Satan ſave, 
Mercy, Mercy upon me 
Thou Son of Dawid have. 


2 Still Thou anſwereſt net a Word 

To my repeated Prayer; 

Hear thine own Diſciples, Logo, 
Who in my Sorrows ſhare; 

O let them prevail with The: 
Io grant the Blefling which I crave:  - 
Mercy, Mercy upon me 

Thou Son of David have. 


3 Send, O fend me now away, 
By granting my Requeſt, 
Still I follow Thee, and pray, 
And will not let Thee reſt; 


* 


— 


\ vb 3 3 — 
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Ever c rying after Pee ne c 0 IA 3 
Till Thou my ee eee | 
Mercy, Mercy upon mne ee 
'Thou Son of David have. | 


4 To the Sheep of Thael's Fold. 
Thou in thy Fleſh waſt fent, _ - 
But the Gentiles now behold _ | 
In Thee their Covenant. 2 
See me then, with Pity ſee 
A Sinner whom Thou camiſt to fave. | 
Mercy, Mercy upon me FR 
Thou Son of. David have. 


5 Still to Thee, my Gov, I come, 
And Mercy I implore, 8 
Thee, (but how ſhall I preſume 90 
Thee trembling I adore, 
_ _ Dare not ſtand before thy Face, . 
But lowly at thy Feet I fall, 
Help me, Jesv, ſhew: thy Grace : 
Thy Grace is free for All. ; 


6 Still I cannot part with Thee 

Iwill not let Thee go; N „d 

Mercy, Mercy unto me, 
O Son of David ſhew, : £ 

Vileſt of the finful Race; %% +17 Hed 

On Thee importunate I call; ! 

Help me, Js u, ſhew thy Grace: 

Thy Grace is free for All. . 


7 Nothing am I in thy Sight. 
Nothing have I to Seb, „„ 
VUnto D 5 It is not right | MAT 14k 
Iuo0o caſt the Children's Breads \ 
Yet the Dogs the Crumbs may eat. 
That from their Maſter's Table fall, A 
Let the Fragments be my Meat: % 
Tv Grace i is free for AI, © 


, 


8 HYMNS AND - 


8 Give me, r 5 apo | 
My Heart's Defire fulfil, 
Let it nov / be done to me 
According to thy Will; 
Give me living Bread ta eat, 
And ſay, in Anſwer to my Call 
« Canaanite, thy Faith is "= 
« My Grace is free 6 fn» | 


9. i thy Grace for All is free, : 
Shew this Token upon me, 
And bring Salvation near; 
Now the gracious Word repeat, 
'The Word of Healing to my Soul, 
« Canaanmnte, th Faith 3 1s great, 
40 8 ch made thee whole.“ 


— * 1 - — ORG 


— 


The Pool of Betheſda. 


EsU, take my Sins away, | 

— And make me know thy Name, 

Thou art now, as Yeſterday, F- 
And evermore the ſame ; 

Thou my true Betbeſda be; 

I know within thine Arms is Ln 

All the World may unto Thee, 

Their Houſe of Mercy, come. 


2 | See the Porches o wide! 021 
e 7 7 5 
All the Worll io, 1 201 
By Univerſal Lovb ee. 
Halt, and wither'd when they lie, 
And ſick, and i impotent, and blind, 
Sinners may in Thee eſpy E cbs 
The Savigur of Mankind. | 
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3 See me lying-at the ; S . 2 2 
And waiting for thy ' <a: 5 1 
O come FE 1550 5 7 Soul, i 22d. 


Diſcloſe thy An e-Face, 7 . 
If to me thy Bowels move: . 
If now Thou doſt a . erer at 4nd + 
Let the Spirit of thy Love Ka 
The Fur Sinner heal. 


4 Sick of Anger, Pride, aud Lat, 8 
And Un abel Tam; PUG ito. 
Yet in Thee for Health Pau 
In Jzsv's ſovereig 
Were I taken into — 
Could I butiſtep into het hate 8 
1 from —— B 


5 perſons Thou doſt not: 
Whoe'er for Mercy 
Thou in no- wiſe wilt n 
Thy Mercy is for All; at 
Thou — freely all reſtore, {yy 
(Would All the-gr: Jus Seaſon End) | 3 
And with an healchful Mind. 7 


6 Mercy then there js for me 3 
(Away my Fee. 2 {t y * 


Plagu'd with an W Ly = ad jp 
For more than thirty iny Year $4.4 1 
Jesv, caſt a pitying Exe, 9 
Thou long haſt known nty | £ | 
Poor and helpleſs here I 2 5 F ” v4 A 


* wait Tn n eee 


i y 7 10 >» 1 k 
But I Riill refus'd 55 oY ny 
And — not be 


9. 


You VNN 4 8 


Hard] now at laft 17 

T yield Sy all m my Sins mf 

"= my Soul be folly beat 
And throughly 


r nb my me 
But, tho? I would be free, . F 
When the Water troubled is, 

| There is no Help for me; 
Others find a Cure, not I 


In Thee they waſh away ther Sin, 


I, alas! have no Man nigh 
To put my Weakneſs in. 


Pain, and Sickneſs, at thy Word, 
And Sin and Sorrow flies, 

Speak to me, Almighty LoxD, 
And bid my Sp Sp —— 5 


Bid me take my —— 
The Bed on uh Tyfef *. be. 
When on Catvary's ſteep | 
My Jes us deign'd to , | 


10 Bid me bear the hallon/d Croſs, 


D 


Which Thou haſt borne beſide, 
Walk in all thy righteous Laws, - 
And go and fin na more, 
| Leſt the heavieſt Curſe of all, 
The vile Apoſtate's Curſe I n 8 
To the hotteſt Hell they fall 
Who fall from pard' ning L 


But Thou eanſt preſerve from Sin, 
And 'ſtabliſi me with Grace, 
Keep my helpleſs Soul Within 
hine Aras thro? all my Days a 5 OY 
Jzs8v, I on Thee alone . 


For perſevering Grace 42 
2 — me — * W Ga, * 7 
| And love me wo die ad. . TOR 
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WO 13 oP! F 
ad afflicted 1 


Who) my o- * 11 
Or all e relate? 11 K 


Fallen among Thieves I am, 
And they have robbꝰ I me of my Gov. 
Turn'd my Glory into Shame, 
And left me in my Blood. 1 


2 God was once my glorious Dreſs, 
And 1 like Him did ſhine; 

Satan Of his Rightzouſneſs | 
Hath ct this Soul of mine, 
By the mortal Wound of Sin, 


'Twix: Cop and me the Parting made © 


Dead in Adam, dead within, 


My Soul is wholly dead. 72 
3 Thave loft the Life Divinq̃ 


And when this outward Breath . 
To the Giver I reſign, 
Muſt die the — Death. 
Naked, helpleſs, ſtript of God, 
And at the lateſt Gaſp Lhe: 


Who beholds me in my Blood, K! 


And ſaves me ere I dia? 


4 Lo! the Prieſt comes down i in vain, 
And ſees my det? bod 
Sees the State r e 
But cannot give me Eaſe; | 
Patriarchs and te 
Obſerve my w def; 
Ne expiring, they, 
Put lemme ani yas, 41% 844) i bod. 


* 
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5 Lo! the Levite | me elpi 
| I ſtops to oy my Stef. 
oks on me, bids me riſe, 
But offers no Relief: 
All my Wounds he open tears, 
And ſearches them, alas! in van, 


Fill d with Anguiſh, Griefs, and Fears, 


He leaves me in my Pain. 


6 O Thou Good e 
In Thee is all oy Hope, 
Only Thou canſt ſuccour Man, 
And raiſe the 2 ww > 
Hearken to my dying MY 
My Wounds * onately ſee 
Me a Sinner paſs not by, 
Who gaſp for Help to Thee. 


-& Still Thou journey where I am, *' 
And ſtill thy Bowels move, 
Pity is with Thee the ſame, 

And all thy Heart is Love: 
Stoop, to a poor Sinner ſtoop, i 
And let thy healing Grace abound; 

Heal my Bruiſes, and bind up 

My Spirit's s every Wound. 


2 Saviour of my Soul, draw W 
In Mercy haſte to me, : 
At the Point of Death I lie, 
And cannot come to Thee: 
Now thy kind Relief afford, - _ | 
The Wine and Oil of Grace pour in 
Good Phyfician, ſpeak the Word 
And heal my Soul of. 8. e 


BOT to m dyin | 
a > wy you from 150 „ 
Horering over me with Eyes 


= Tenderneſs and Love: 


s 4 


% * « * 1 q 
„ 4 £2 3 5 
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Now, ev'n now I ſee thy, Face, "1 
The Balm e ho 8 


Thou haſt ſav d me thy.G races are 1 : 
And bad the Sinner live., PO = 


10 Surely now the Bitterneſs © 

O ſecond Death is paſt: „ e 4k 

O my Life, my Ri ighteouſneſß, e 
On Thee my Soul is caſt; 25 En 

'Thou haſt brought me.ta.thine Inn, 

And I am of thy Promiſe ſure, 

Thou ſhalt cleanſe me from all Sin, 

And all my Sickneſs cure. 


71 Perſe then the Work, begun, | 
And make the Sinner WAGs + 
All thy Will on me be done, 
My Body, Spirit, Soul; | 
Still preſerve me ſafe from Harms, 18 8 
And kindly for thy Patient care, 
Take me, Jzsv, to thine Arms, 
And anmnen 1 bak 


bY "0 „ 1 — 
* 


| Greening for Redemption. 


ORD, I confeſs my Sins to Thee, 
My Sins beyond Ex teſſion great 
Faſt bound in Sin and MI 3 ö 
Muy Spirit faints beneath the Weight, A 
And ſtruggles to throw off the Load, 
Bat cannot, cannot come Gab. 3 


O how ſhall 1 che Anguiſd bear 
Of inbred Sin's envenom'd Dart“ 


The Miſchief hence I cannot tear, 
"Tis enter'd deep my wy Heart, 

Its Poiſon drinks mop 

And quenches my 1 wk of Hops. 
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3 wretched Man, — * mit I do? 


I neither can reſiſt nor fly; 


Hell, Earth, and Sin my dal fue. | 


I cannot find my Saviour nigh: 
Unhappy I ſhall one Day fall, 
| Shall periſh by the Hand of Saul. | 


4 Me from Perdition what can fore! 
juſtly my Gow his Help denies : 


No Evil I abhor, and have 


No Fearof Gop before my Eyes; £21 


Self-harden'd in my loſt Eſtate, 
All Sin I love, all Good I hate. 


5 Whither, ah whither ſhall I 5 


The Snares of-Death my Soul ng, 


The Floods of Wickedneſs o'erflow, ' 

And deſpꝰrate is my Spirit's Wound, | 
The Worm that neverdies I teel, 
Arreſted by the Pains of Hell 


6 O could I but eſcape away, 

And ſteal into the ſilent Tomb, 
Defraud the Lion of his Prey, 

And at my lateſt Hour &fercome, 


That Hour I now would preſent have, 


Would now rejoice to find a Grave. 


7 O Gov, behold my troubled Breaſt, 
Yet once again I Thee implore, 
Indulge me in my laſt 3 
And let me die, and fin no more. 
Now, let me Now lay down my Head, | 
From Pain and Sin for ever ne 


8 mo regard my bitter Cry, 


roan to be 5 from au. | 
Te Rhes I lift my weeping Eye, 


pinion thine Arms, and take me 1 in; 191 
To Thee my lab ting Soul I bow, 
Require i it, Dm it e, 0.0 figs 
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I know-it is not now ren d, 1616 On 

l am not fit thy Face to fes, 
But truſt, the Virtue of thy Blog 
In my laſt Hour ſhall work on me 
Some Miracle of Grace unknown, 
Without a Miracle undone. I 


10 My Gor, temhor let Thee uk 
Without an Anſwet to my Pra het: oy 
O tell me, that it ſnall be ſo, 0254 OV 
I ſoon ſhall loſe in Death my'Care, _ 
Where Fiends and Sins no more moleſt, © 
And weary Spirits are at Reſt. 


11 doubt not, iLoky; but chere remains 8 3 
A Reſt from Sin and Sorrow here, 1 
Thy People Bere are freed from Paid, bun 
From Troubles, Doubts, — Pex 
But let me hence this Moment ſty, 
Zave me from Sin, and let me die. 


12 Lonly wait for this glad Hour: 9 
*Tis all my Buſineſs here Ry | 2. 
Send down: —— Soul the Power, 
And — Byrd thy Love to know-W, 
Renew me, — ans mn 4 Fo 
Give Power o'er Sin, and inſtant Depth: . 2 


Pari the Second. 
Fa * E r 1 
; The Hurry of my peevi 

Tho' fainting — 25h my Load, 
And ſtagg ring oft thro? Unbelief, 


Thee for my Lon p I fain would own,. > 
And ſay, Thine only Will be done. 


2 Forgive meithen my Follics paſt, ' 
The fond Impatience of my Ne 
My raſh Comy — and eager Haſte, 
My faithleſs Noubts, and fruits 8 


16 HYMNS AND 
"Thou E "ill Thou dy Ls Life 12785 in, 


I cannot, cannot ceaſe: from Sin 


3 The Captive Exile makes his Moan, 
And haſtens to be loos'd from _ 
The Pain thro? which I ever a 
The Dread left I ſhould: . 8 
Leſt all my Bread of Life ſhould 
And I ſink down unchang'd to Hell. - 


4 That dreadful Thought comes ig, 
And falls a Mountain on my Head, 
Nor can, nor will I Comfort take 
In hearing Satax's FzQors plead, _ _ . 
I cannot hug, like them, my Chain E 
Or reſt, if Sin 4 in me lemain. 


5 * 


In vain they did ae blindly a. 2. 
5 And catch at thy — Dies, * 
In vain they bid me dream, that!! 
Was choſe from all Eternity: 6 
Alas! I want Election's Seal, 
For I am altunholy fill, EE? 


6 Tell me no more,, ye coma ine S- 
The Beſt muſt always ſtrive. aich i F 

« Gop will not anſwer all your Wants, - 
« God will not make you hroughty , 

« Sin muſt have /ome unhallow'd Part, 

« CHRIST cannot bill up all the Heart.” 


Can Life and Death together dwell? 
Can CHRIST, with; Belial e'er. ages? {2 * 
Z Darkneſs with Light, and Heaven with Hel! 
Can both at once have Place with me? 
Can I be CHRIS T's and Sin's Abd, 
A Den of Thieves, and, Houſe of Gon! 


8 No, Jxsvs, no! Thou Holy One, 
When Thou ſhalt come into my der, ” 

I know that Thou wilt reign alone, 175 Fs 108 
And Sin for evet ſhall dea MA” 


4 - 


JF 
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Thy Love mall eaſt but all my Fear, ANA. 
Leſi Sin ſhould come, when Thou art here. 


9 In patient H for this F waftz * 5 
Till all old Fhings are paſt away, 
Till Thou ſhalt all Things new cheats, * 
And I behold thy perfect Day, c 
The Mark of mine Election fhew, 
And bei in CtarsT a See new. 


Part the Third: 


Maiſcient, omni ao goes King, 
The; True, a Merciful, 1 lu, 
To Thee my laſt Pilkress 1 bring, 
BY Thee my deſperate Cauſe I truſt. 
ive my fond Complainings oer, 
7 my gan RO more. 


2 My Time, O Goo. is in thine U | 
| Thou knoveſt my Feebleneſs-of Soul, 
Able Thou art to 5 me ſtand, | 
Thou canſt this Moment ſpeak mewhole; 
Or keep-me thus *till my laſt Hour, 
To ſhew forth all thy ſaving THe. . 


3 I leave it all to Thee alone, wg 
Thy Counſellor E cannot be, 33 
To Thee thy every Work is knoun, 
And ſecret Things belong ta Ther- 
Thy Man ner and „Time i i5 belts... - 
But let me enter into Reſt, 


+ The Hirelin lon th for his Hire, 
The Wat the Break of Day: 
But, O my reſfles Heart's ſoaps | 
Let mg not — rx xy Stays 1, 
| Be ſtopt my Mouth, and oy Teng, ; 
But let Gp Spirit 22 He. mg. , 
3 | 


1 


A 


£74 
* 
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5 The Thing Thou doſt I know not now, 
But I ſhall know hereaſter, Lean, 

To thy dread ſovereign Will I bow, 
Thy Will be done, thy Name ador d, 

Act for the Glory of thy Name: 


6 AR for thine own, and-Siea's Sake, 
And let thy Will in me be done; 
If but one Soul OO take 
Buy hearing me ſo deeply proan, 
Still let me all my Burden feel, * 
And groan, and weep, and ſuffer flill. 
7 If but one tempted Soul may find 42 
ah bywyalliced j, 
I would be patient and reſign'd, 
Still in the Tron Furnace wait 5 | 1 1 


0 1 | 
ain, F 
* 


Still let the Sin, the Grief, the 
The Thorn in my weak Fleſh remain. 


$ Still let my bleeding Heart be torn, 
If other bleeding Hearts it chear, 1 2 
Diſconſolate for Thee I mourn, + , 
My Nature's Croſs conſent to bear, 
To languiſh for my Lox D's Delay, 
And weep a thouſand Lives away. 


Part the Fourth, 


1 Ehold, ye Souls that mourn for Gon, N 
D And take ye Comfort from my Grief, 
Be ſtrengthen'd by my gri 19 0 

Let my Diſtreſs be your Relief 
With mine your Tears and Sorrows join, ”. 
And loſe by mixing them with mine. 


2 Iam the Man who long have known 7 3 
| The Strength and Rage of inbred Sin, 
My Soul is dead, my Heart is Stone. 

A Cage of Birds, and Beaſts unclean 


SACRED POEM 8.837 109 
A Dem of Thieves, a dire Abode 5 1 7 
Of Dragons, but no Houſe of G0 


2 1.dare not-ſpeak, 1 cannot ſhew 

The Depths of Satan harbour'd cher, 

The Horrors of, infernal Woe, . - 1 
The black and blaſphemous Deſp 

Who can conceive, but thoſe that x4 FP 

 Indwelling Sin, indwelling Hell! mn] 


4 A Stranger intermeddleth not 4 
With our inexplicable Grief, 1 
'Tis paſt the Reach of human Thou * 
e Torture of this Unbelief, E 
The frog ing Groan, the Paſſon loud, 
The Heart ſays, There tn os 5 — 
15 0 os 
« But wall He not at lat ap 
And 7 4 1 +6 ub 2 
Surely He e Mourner 
i And make the broken Heart es his Throne, | 
Shall break it firſt, and then bind 0 


In Hope believe ye againſt ne 51 


6 Comfort, ye Mitlifters of Grace, 
Comfort my People, faith our 307! 67. | 
Ye ſoon ſhall ſee his ſmiling Face, Y _ 
His Golden Sceptre, hor his Bd! '* 
And own, when now the Cloud's romoy'd, 
He only chaſten'd whom He lov'd. 4 


7 Who ſow in Tears in Joy ſhall ear « 
The Loxp ſhall comfort all that mou, 
Who how: go on our Way and weep, 
With Joy we doubtleſs ſhall return, 
And bring our Sheaves with vaſt Increaſe, 


And have our Fruit to Holineſs. 
$ Then let us patiently attend, in 


2 4» ; 
89874 


And wait the Leiſure of our 3 
Surely we All ſhall in the End ' 45d 


Experience bak abiding Word. 


n HYMNS, &&-  _, 
Shall All his gracious Power declare, b 
And Fruit unto Perfection bear. 


; 


1 


— — nnn. 


. 
4 8 


A Loxp and my Go. 
5 1 Thou, whom fain my Soul would love, 


Whom I would glad!y die to know, 
This Veil of Unbelief remove. 
And ſhew me all thy Goodneſs, ſhew:: 
nous Thyſelf in me reveal, 
| ell me thy Name, thy Nature tell. 
2 Haſi Thou been with, me, Loxp,. ſo long,, 
Yet Thee, Lok D. have I not known? 
I claim Thee with a fault'ring Tongue, 
I pray Thee in a feeble Groan ; | 
Tell me, O tell me who Thou art, 
And ſpeak thy Name into my Heart. 


3 If now Thou talkeſt by the Way _ 
With ſuch an abject Worm as me; 
The Myſteries of thy Grace Alux. ä 1 
Open mine Eyes that I may ſce, 
That I may underſtand thy Word, | 
And now. cry out, I is the Logp!. 


4 I know Him by thoſe Prints of Love, 
His bleeding Wounds are open wide, 
Thro? Faith I handle Him, and prove, 
L thruſt my Hand into his Sides, 
I feel the Sprinkling of his Blood —ꝛ—- 
Jxs v, Thou art n Lon Db, Go . 


nd e the Firſt Pari. : 
abs: ©] ff, . 2 4 . ; we 
o ” ** * 


5 * 
1 * & +4 i» K. P 
* 148 - * ” 4 a Hef 


. 
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The F gehen Chapter of 1 WAR 


WAKE, Jeraſalem, awake; | Ae 
| No longer in th Sins lie down, 
The Garment of Salvation — . 1 71 

Thy Beauty, and thy Strength PE pn: I 


2 By impious Feet no longer tre'dſd, 
Thy Gos ſhall clean ty" every b, | 
O holy City of thy Gov, 7 WAS 
'Thou ſhalt not bear his Name 1 in vain. 


3 Shake off the Duft that blinds thy Sight, 
And hides the Promiſe from thine 155 

Ariſe, and ſtruggle into Light. 
Thy great Deliverer calls, Azlet 


4 Shake off the Bands of- ſad Deſpain =p . 


Look r Lot est proputs N e 


And Gov "hall ſex the Captive | Be, 


5 For thus the Lord your God hath ad; Z ; 
Ye all have fold yourſelves for Nong. 
A Ranſom (not by you) is paid, © 
Receive your Liberty unbought, 


6 My People have been long 2 5 
No Glory thente redounds to Me,. wo 
Long have I ſeen them fore diſtreſt, 
Griev'd at my People's Muery. 


nyarts ND 


as groar'd beneath the Tyr 
F Sin rul'd chem with an 1 7 5 0 1 IC) . 
The ſuffering Adjects howld for Pain, 7 
K — but durſt not * to Wen 


s TO pprefſors with inſulting Boaſt, 
My 1 ruth and: ſaving Power con temu'd, 
My Worſhip and my Praiſe Was loſt. 
My Name was Ger Day ns 


9 3 this m 3 Jealouſy . 
a great Detiortatce ſhew, =» 
M People ſhall confeſs their Lan,, 

| My F Echte and Mercy know. 


10 Surely they all (hall how) m my Name, D 
__  Theyall my Attributes al prove: 
we and Truth, and Power, a and Lore, 


CH 


Port the Seconds 


Fre 0 ? * 
— — 3 | *& & * iis. 


Tow 7 beautifl his Feet appear - | 
High on the e jaja bo being 


Tidings of Salvation 
e the King of | ar 


2 Who publiſhes the joyful Sound, | 
-  Proclaims a Peace twixt Earth and Heaven, 
A Ranſom for the Sinner found, 
| Gov reconcaI'd, and Man fargiven. 


3 That ſays to // ads be LEN Race, : 7 5 '( (1 
Awake, ar e off thy —— 1 5 

Believe the We nere dd 
5 * hy great e reigns. b 


11. i 
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4 Thy Watchmen ſhall the Voice lift up, 
Shall ſing with gladſome Melody, | 
"mg oa oy and Hope, BY att 
When Eye to ye their-Lozp they ſee. 


5 Him, Eye to Eye, - ſhall they behold, 
Shall ſhout to ſee the Saviour come, 
To fave a World redeem'd of old, 


To bring | the weary Captives, Hos. 1 


6 Break forth into Joy, Your Comforter ſing, 
Ve Sinners em oy Your All for your King, 
Rejoice ye waſte Places, Your Saviour 
Beſtow all your Praiſes, And Lives on his Name. ; 


7 For Jesvs the Lox p Hath comforted Man, 
The Sinner reſtor d; Nor ſuffer'd in vain, 
To bring us to Heaven When raisd from our Fall, 
His Life He hath given A Ranſom for All. 


3 His ArmHe hath bar'd, His Mercy and Grace 
Hath Pardon prepar'd For all the loſt Race: 
His uttermeſt Merit Diſplay'd in our Sight, 

We All may inherit, And claim as our ight. 


4 The Gentiles ſhall hear The Life-giving Call. 
His Grace ſhall appear, And viſit — All: 
The common Salvation To All doth belong. 
To every 88 And N and e 


, the Third, 


EPART, e Ca d cou, depart, -” 
The Houſe of Bondage quit; be clean: 

Call'd te be Saints, be] ned; in Heart, 
Abhor the loathſome Couch 55 Sn. 3 


n 


— * Veſſels of Merey, Sons of Grace, T2 


Be purg'd from'every Hnful Stain, as "vs 


Be like yout Lox»; his Word embrace, 


Nor xar his hallo; Name in van. 4p 


3 For not as Fugitives, that ty 
c By haſty Flight t eſcape . N 
Ye from the Pe of Sin ſhall 4 

But calmly i in Full Triumph, g0. 


4 The Logp ſhall in your. Front appear, 
And lead the pompous Triumph on; 
His Glory ſhall bring up the Rear, 
And perfect what his Grace begun. 


© Behold the Servant of my Grace 
My Son ſhall —— Wiſdom . 
Deal gently with the Sin. ſick Race, 
And miniſter my Life below. 


6 His mighty Arm, his high Right-hand, 
Still the pre eminence ſhall — 
Shall bow the World to his Command, 
And magnify his Power to ſave. 


7 Vileſt of all the Sons of Men, 
Him in his Days of Fleſh they nerd. 
His Body mangled, torn with Pain, 

His Viſage marrd with Tears and Blood. 


B The World on Him they doom'd to die, 
With freſh Aſtoniſhment ſhall gaze, 
Amaz'd their Saviour to deſcry, | 


O'erpower'd with his neden Grace. _ 


e The. fuffering Sin-atoning Gov 


Shall kindly raiſe them from LF: gn, 257 
Sprinkle the Nations with his Blod,: 5. -- 


And tell them, He hath died for All, 
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10 The Nation ſhall receive his Word, 
And. K — to bis Command ſubmit, |. 
The Lone. Ranh: hall call Elim Laan. « - 
And lay their Crowns before his Fee cet. 


11 Fountain of Power, when He i is near, 
The Gods of Earth ee ee 
Poor guilty Worms they bow 
And fall, and filently* adore. 


12 Children of Wrath, and Slaves of Sin, 
They now ſhall ſee their loft Eſtate; _ 
Shall ſee the Blood that makes them clean, 
The Power that makes them truly * 


43 Shall now, in Jas us taught to truſt, 
Accept the Grace on All beſtow'd, 

This their beſt Title, and their B oaſt, 
Servants of CnRISsT, and Sons of Gov. 


e od 


O ME, O Thou Traveller unknown, 
C Whom fill J hold, res l | 
y Company before is gone, 
3 I am left alone with Thee, 
With Thee all Night I mean to fly, 
And wreltle till the Break ole rey * 


2 I need not tell Thee Mi I am, KNA 
My Miſery or Sin declare, 1 20 
Th elf haſt i call'd me by my Name, 
Look on thy Hands, and read it there, 
But who, I aſk Thee, who.art Thou? 
Tell me We 1 me now ? 


4 


ty #4 
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In vain Thou ſtruggleſt to pet free, 
: I never will — — my Mold 
Art Thou the Man that died for DE . 
The Secret of thy Love unfoldſ f 
Wreſtling I will not let Thee go, | 
Till I thy Name, thy Nature know. / | 


wy Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal 

Thy new, unutterable Name? 
Tell me, I ſtill beſeech Thee tell, 

To know it now 're{olv'd I am; 
Wreſtling I will not let Thee go,. 
Till I thy Name, thy . Nature know. 


5 Tis all in vain to hold thy Tongue, 
Or touch the Hollow of my Thigh; 
Tho' every Sinew be unſtrun 
Out of my Arms Thou ſhalt not 17 2 
Wreſtling I will not let Thee =_ 
Till I wy Name, thy Nature know. 


6 What tho' my ſhrinking Fleſh complain, 
And murmur to contend ſo long, 
L rife ſuperior to my Pain, | 
When I am weak, then Iam ſtrong, 
And when my All of Strength ſhall fail, 
I ſhall with the God-man prevail. 


* 


7 My Strength i is $ gone, my Nature dies, 
[ fink beneath thy weighty Hand. 
Faint to revive, and fall to riſe; | 
I fall, and yet by Faith I ſtand, 4 
I ſtand, and will hs let Thee 
Till I thy Name, thy Nature — 


2 Yield to me now, — for T am weak, 
But confident in Self<deſpair ; | 
Speak to my Heart, in Bleſſings ſpeak, 
Be conquer'd by my infautPraer ; 
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Speak, or Thou never hence ſhalt move, 
And tell me, if thy Name is Love. 


9 *Tis Love, tis Love! Thou diedſt for me, 
T hear thy Whiſper in my Heart, 
The Morning breaks, the Shadows flee, 
Pure UNIVERSAL Love Thou art, 
To me, to al thy Bowels move, 
Thy Nature and thy Name is Love. 


10 My Prayer hath Power with Gop; the Grace 
Unſpeakable I now receive, £ 
Thrg Faith I ſee Thee Face to Face, 
' l ee Thee Face to Face, and live: 
In vain I have not wept and ſtrove, 
Thy Natare and thy Name is Love. 


11 I know Thee, Saviour, who Thou art, 
' Jn8vs the feeble Sinner's Friend ; 
Nor wilt Thou with the Night depart, 
But ſtay, and love me to the End; 
Thy Mercies never ſhall remove, 
Thy Nature and thy Name is Love. 


12 The Sun of Righteouſneſs on me 
Hath roſe, with Healing in his Wings, 
Wither'd my Nature's Strength; from 
My Soul its Life and Succour brings, 
My Help is all laid up above, 
Thy Nature and thy Name is Love. 


13 Contented now upon my Thigh | 
J halt, till Life's Dork Jonny end ; 
All Helpleſſneſs, all Weakneſs I, 


On Thee alone for Strength depend, 
Nor have I Power from Thee to move, 


Thy Nature and thy Name is Love. 
| "Oat 


— 
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14 Lame as Fam, I take the Prey, 
Hell, Earth, and Sin with Eaſe e 3 
J leap for Joy, purſue my Way, 
And as a bounding Hart fly Home, 
Thro' all Eternity to prove 
oy Nature and'thy 2 ame is Love. 


PO" _— < a — 


* Dev 


"O What ſhall I do My Saviour to praiſe ?- 

So faithful and true, So plenteous in Grace; 
So ſtrong to deliver, So | to redeem 

The want Believer hangs upon Him, 


2 How | the Man Whoſe Heart is ſet free, 
The People that can Be joyful in Thee ! 
Their Joy is to walk in The Light of thy Face, 
And ſtall they are talking Of Jxsvs's Grace. 


3 Their dail 1 2 Shall be in thy Name, 
T bey fall eir Right Thy Rightcouſns 
1 
TbyRigrevuſpef wearing And ee thy 
Bold ſhall they appear in The he Preſence of Gov. 


4 For Thou art their Boaſt, Their Glory and Power, 
And I alfo truſt To ſee the lad Hour, 
My Soul's new Creation, A ALife from the Dead, | 
The Day of Salvation, That lifts up my Head. 


z For Issus my Lonp Is now my Defence, 

1 truſt in his Word, None — me from thence: 
Since I have found Favour, He all Things will do, 
My Kikg and my Saviour Shall make me anew. 


6 Yes, Lok, I ſhall ſos The Bliſs of Phine-own, 
Thy Secret to me Shall ſoon be made known, / 
For Sorrow and Sadneſs I Joy ſhall receive, 
And de in the. Gladneſs Of all that beiter? 
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h K King, Look down. from above; 

Aſſiſt us to ſing Thy. Mercy and Love, 
So ſweetly overflowing, So plenteous the Store, 
Thou fill art —_—— And giving us more. 


2 0.Gan ‚ . ae Hes 
Our Buſineſs and Strife Is Thee to proctain 
Accept our r Thankſgiving For creating Grace, 
T ring, the Living Shall ſhew forth thy Praiſe. 


3 Our Fiber and Logp Almi ghty art Thou; ; 
Preſerv'd by thy Word, We worſhip Thee now, 
The bountiful Fg Of all we enjoy, 


Our Tongues to thine Honour, And. ves we 
employ.. fs 2321 


4 But. 0 e all Thy Kindbeh vr praiſe; / 
From Sin and from Thrall Which faves the loſt 


Thy Son Thou haſt given AW orld to redeem, 
And bring us to Heaven, Whoſe Truſt is in Him- 


5 Wherefi 8 of thy Love We ſing and rejoice, 
With Angels above We lift up our Voice: 
Thy Love. each Believer Shall gladly adore, 


For ever and ever, When Time is no more. 


. a ; 
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* Y Father, n my Go D, 1 dann * thy Love, 
D O ſhed it abroad, Send CR Is from above, 
y Heart ever fainting: He only can chear, 
And all hings heb Till ee is there, 
* E 3 om: . IL. 2 
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2 O when ſhall my Tongue Be f1Fd with thy Praiſe, 
--- While all the Da 

Thy Honour and Glory To Sinners forth-ſhew, 


Till Sinners adore Thee, And own Thou art 
true. | 


3 Thy Strength = on Power I nov eat po 


Preſerw d every Hour 1 Thio' jasus' $ Name ; 3 
For Thou art ſtill by me, And holdeſt my Hand, 
No Ill can come nigh me, ByFaith while I ſtand, 


4 My God is my Guide, Thy Mercies abound, 
On every Side They compaſs me round: 
Thou ſav'ſt me from Sickneſs, From Sin doſt re- 

trieve, 


And 2 0 Weakneb, And bids me Be- 


5 Thou holdeſt my Soul In binn Life, ; 

My Foes doſt controul, And quiet their Strife : 
Thou ruleſt my Paſſion, My Pride and Self-will, 
TO ſee 2 nen Tho bit m. 


61 ſtand and NE Thine outſtretched ha 
I walk thro the Fire, And ſuffer no Harm, 
Aflaulted by Evil, 1 Porn to ſubmit, 

The World: and the Devil Fall under my Feet, 


7 I wreſtle not now, But tram nple on Sin, 

For avith me art Thou, 7 ſhalt be avzbin, - 
While ſtronger and flranger In Ixs us's Power, 
nn Aa in is no more. 
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Hyben to the Tame. 
OD of unexhauſted Grace, | 885 _ | 


Of everlaſting Love, 
2 before thy Face . 
all, and dare not move: . 
What haſt Theu for Sinners art e 
For ſo poor a Worm as me! E 


Thou haſt given thy only Son DI 

| To bring u back to” Who” - Ce 

2 Suffering, \Sit-atoning'Gvs). n HOT. 

Thuy hallow'd Name I bleſs, | 

ge laviſh of thy Blood, bY em kur 
To buy the Sinners Peace! 

Gu Hom thy ſacred Veins . 


Let it now my Soul overflows, * 
| Purge out all my ſinful Staitis,  * Ta * f 
And waſh me white 3s Snow en ne! 3 


3 Hory =_ fot to thy Sea), 
The Life of Jzsvs breathe, . 
bh 4 Things of Gop . „ 
Saviour's Death: Us 8 
wit n e and the Son. 
Soon as one in Thee 1 amm 
All my Nature ſhall make knows. 3th _ 
The Glories. of the Lamb. SY 


4 parhen⸗ Son, and Hot r Gere N 

Thy Godhead we ad ere 

Join with the triumphant . N | 

| Who raiſe Thee evermore : | 

Three in One, 0 in Three, I 

Holy, haly, holy 122 Ges l ; 
All — be to Thee. 
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FT have I curſt my natal Day. N 
While ſtruggling in the legal deute, ; 
And wiſt'd for Wings to fly away, 
And murmnr'd/ to-be held in Life: 
But O my Blaſphemies are o'er, 
J curſe my Day, my Go no more. 


2 His Grace which I abus'd fo long, 54 
Hath this and all my Sins forgiven, 5 
I now have learnt a better Seng, 
I chearfully look up to Heaven, 
With Joy upon my Head return, . 
And bleſs the Day chat I was born. 


3 How could 1 Lox, thy: Gooduck orieve; | 
How could I do Thee ſuch Deſpite 7 
At laſt T thankfully receive 
The Gift of = continued Light, 
No longer I thy Favours fpurn, 
But bleſs the Day that I was born. 


4 Fountain of Life, bd all my you: 
| Jesv, thy Mercies I embrace, 
The Breath Thou giv'ſt, for Thee employ, 
And wait to _ thy perfect Grace, | 
No more forſaken and forlorn, 
I blefs the Day that I was born. x 


5 Since firſt I felt by Grace ndr 11. 
My Sin's intolerable Load, 
Long in the Wilderneſs I rov'd, 
And groar'dt& live without my Gop; 
I cannot now, as hopeleſs, mourn, «+ 


But blefs the Day that I was "_ ” 
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6 The Tyranny of Sin is paſt, _ 
And tho' the carnal Mind remains, 
My guiltleſs Soul on Thee is caſt, 
J neither hug, nor bite my Chains, 
Priſoner of Ho aye to Thee I turn, 
a 


And bleſs the Day Iwas born. | 


7 preſerv d thro? Faith by Power divine, 
A Miracle of Grace I ſtand, 
I pm the Stren by ty Right mine: 
Es Us, U 
Tho! in my leſh I feel the 7 
1 bleſs the Day that I was 3 


8 Weary of Life, thro inbred Sin, 
I was, but now defy its Power, ; 
When as a. Flood the Foe comes in, 15 
My Soul is more than — 9 
I tread him down with holy Scorn, 
| And bleſs the Day that I was borne. - 


9 Born from above, 1 ſoon ſhall, 858 
Thy Goodneſs ** 8 thay ul Tongue, 
Reon the Victory of thy Grace, 


And teach a 5 rk World 
While Many, whom to Thee I turn, 
Shall bleſs. the Nay that I was born. 


10 Come, Lox, and make me pure within, 
O let me now be born of Gov, 
Live to declare I cannor s1Nn!. 
Or, if I ſeal the Truth with Blood, 
My Soul from out the Body torn, 
Shall bleſs the Day that I ws bows 
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1 I Know that my en lives, 
He lives, and on the Earth ſhall ſtand, 
And tho' ta Worms my Fleſh He gives, | 
My Duſt lies number'd in his Hai, 


2 In this ee 35 # | 
I ſurely ſhall behold Him near, 8 
Shall ſee Him at the latter Day 4 
In all his Majefty appear. 


3 I feel what chen ſhall raiſe me up, 
| TH Eternal Spirit lives in me, 
This is my C of Hope, 
That Gop I Face to Face mall ſee. 


| 4 Mine own, and not another's Eyes . 
The King ſhall in his — view, 
'T hall from Him receive the Prize, 258 
© The ſtarry Crown to Victor: due. 


R *% 6 
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Funeral HyYMx. 


Don © [i Ah fir Mrs, Elizabeth Hooper.) © 


\OME, to the Houſe of Mourning come, 
The Houſe of ſerious, ſolemn Je nw | 
Let us, till all are taken Home, 
Our Lives in Songs of Praife employ. 


2 Accompliſh'd is our Sift er's Strife, 
Her happier Soul 1: 9 ne before, 
Her Struggle for et 1 Life, 3 Ek 
Her glorious Agony | LEE... ; 
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3 The captive Exile is releqs'd, \- 


Is with her Lon b in ane, 


Of perfect Paradiſe p 
And waiting for Wah Prize | 


4 In her no Spot of Sin remain e. 
To ſhake her Confidence in Gp, 
The Victory here ſhe more than gain' d., 
Triumphant thro her Saviour's Blood. 


She now the Fight of Faith hath fought, 


Finiſh'd and won the Chriſtian Race, 
She found on Earth the Loxp ſhe ſought, 
And now beholds Him F ace to Face. 


6 she died in ſure and edfaſt Hope, 


By J=svs wholly ſanctiſied, 
Her perfect t ſhe gave up, 
And aul av his 7 and died. 


Thus may we all our parting Breath 

| Into the Saviour's Hands — | 
O Jesu, let me die her Death, | 

And let her latter End be mine. 


'D 


F EIN - 
al 4 EY q - 


Another, 


RAW near, ye Strangers to our Gon, 
And taſte with Us the heavenly 2 


O that his Love were ſhed abroad ! 
0 that your Hearts were all like ours! 


3 Come, ſee how Chriſtians wail their Dead! - 


Come, ſhare in our myfterious Bliſs; 
On Satan, Sin, and Death to tread, 


O what an Happineſs is this! e : 


g * 
- 
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3 Tho! once ye intermeddled not 
ith the ſtrange Madneſs of our Joys, 
Ye all may be to 22 brought, 
And heighten our F iump t Noiſe. 


4 With Tears of Joy « our Eyes 0 Yerflow, 
At parting with our deareſt Friend, 
From us we gladly let her go, 
To Pleaſures that ſhall never end. 


* 5 We know in whom we have believ'd, 
Our Faith in IEsus is not vain ; 
To All who have their Loxpd receiv'd, 
To live 1s CHRIST, to die is Gain. 


6 Our Siſter's Fleſh ſhall turn to Duft, 
Her ſacred Duſt in Hope ſhall ſleep, 
The Temple of the Holy Ghoſt, 
The nill in-dwelling Gos ſhall keep. 


7 Triumphantly ſhe laid it down 
| For Time to waſte, and Worms devour ; 
In Weakneſs and Diſhonour ſown, 
Till rais'd in Glory and in Power. 


8 A Body natural it lies, 
A ifelef Lump of mouldring Clay, 
But ſpiritual it ſoon ſhall rife, 
No more to periſh or decay. 


9 This corruptible Body foon 
Shall al! mcorruptible be, 
This Mortal quickly ſhall put on 
Its Robes of thin 


10 The terrible, all 
Shall then a final = _— | 
Say then, O Death, where is thy Sting ? 
Where is thy Vittory, 0 Grave ? 
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Thanks N. Go 'D CHRIST alone, * 
Who makes us more than Conquerors. 


12 God only doth the Victory give, 
He ſhall our 'gloriqus Flel reſtore, |. 
His many Sons to Heaven receive, _ 


Where Time and Death ſhall be es ac! 


— = ** th. 
* ; ” — — 


"if 7 


* IN 41 4: 5 | my 
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ET the World lament their Dead, 
As ſorrowing without 2 wt 

When a Friend of ours is freed, & 

We chearfully look up, © 
Cannot murmur or complain; | 

For our Dead we cannot grieve, 
Death to them, to us is 77 

In Js us we believe. 


1 
1 


We believe that Cunler « our Head 

For us reſign'd his Breath, ENG» 

He was number'd with the Dead, ML FM 
And dying conquer'd Death ; 3 

| Burt the Barriers of the Temb: 

Death could Him no longer keep, 

Ile is the Firſt-fruits become WE 
Of thoſe in Him that fleep. 15 ed. 9. 


: Gon, who Him to Life rears | 2M E. 
Shall all his Members dies i 99977 0926+ 
bring them quicken'd with their wii 


The Children of his Grace. 1 1 5 
We who then on Earth remain, 5 

Shall not ſooner be broug ie, - 1 10 3 
All the Dead Mall rife 49455 PE 19296 


To meet the general Boom. 
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4 Jxs vs, faithful to his Word, 
Shall with a Shout deſcend, 
All Heaven's Hoſt their glorious Log» 
Shall pompouſly attend: 
CHnR1sT ſhall come with dreadful Noiſe, 
Lightnings ſwift, and Thunders loud, 
With the great Archangel's Voice, 
And with the Trump of Gop. 


5 Firſt the Dead in Car15T ſhall riſe, 
Then we who yet remain, | 0 
Shall be caught up to the Skies, 

And ſee our Lox B again: 

We ſhall meet Him in the Air, | 
All wrapt up to Heaven {hall be, 

See, and love, and praiſe Him there, 


_ To all Eternity. 


6 Whocan tell the Happineſs 

This glorious Hope affords ? 

Joy unutter'd we poſſeſs, 

In theſe reviving Words; 

Happy while on Earth we breathe, 
Mightier Bliſs ordain'd to know, 

Trampling down Sin, Hell, and Death, 
To the third Heaven we go. 


. 
Eu 


Anotber. 


5 Leſſmg, Honour, Thanks and Praiſe, 
Pay we, gracious Gop, to Thee, 
'Thou, in thine abundant Grace, | 
Giveſt us the Victory: 
True and faithful to thy Word, 
'Thou haſt glorified thy Son, 
Es us CHRIST our dying Lok p, 
He for us the Fight bath won. 
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2 Lo! the Priſoner is releas'd, 
Lighten'd of his fleſhly Load, 
Where the Weary. are at Reſt, 
He is gather'd into Gop ! 
Lo! the Pain of Lite is paſt, 
All his Warfare now is o'er, 
Deatn and Hell behind are caſt, 
Grief and Suffering are no more. 


4 Yes, the Chriſtian's Courſe is run, 
Ended is the glorious Strife, 
Fought the Fight, the Work is done, 
Death is ſwallow'd up of Life: 
Borne by Angels on their Wings, 
Far from Farth the Spirit flies, 
Finds his Gop, and ſits and ſings 
Triumphing in Paradiſe. 


- > e e . RR ]⁰ ! — ! 
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4 Join we then with one Accord 
| In the new the joyful Song ; 

Abſent from our loving LoxD 
We ſhall not continue long : 

We ſhall quit the Houſe of Clay, 
We a better Lot ſhall ſhare, 

We ſhall ſee the Realms of Day, 
Meet our happy Brother there. 


5 Let the World bewail their Dead, 
| Fondly of their Loſs complain ; 
Brother, Friend, by Jesvs. freed, 
Death to thee, to us is Gain; 


Thou art enter'd into Joy: | . 
Let the Unbelievers mourn, | ; | 
We in Songs our Lives employ, = "3 


”T1ll we all to Gop return. 
ei 
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I ARE! a Voice divides the Sky? 
Happy are the Faithful , 
In the Lox p who ſweetly die, 
They from all their Toils are freed. 
Them the Spirit hath declar d 
Bleſt, unutterably bleſt, 
IEs us is their great Reward, 
Jzsvs is their endleſs Reſt. 


2 Follow'd by their Works they go 
Where their Head had gone before, 
Reconcibd by Grace below /) 
Grace had open'd Mercy's Door: 
Juſtified thro? Faith alone, 
Here they knew their Sins forgiven, 
Here they laid their Burden down, 
Hallow'd, and made fit for Heaven. 


3 Who can now lament the Lot 
Of a Saint in CHRIST deceas'd : ' 
Let the World who know us not, 
Call us hopeleſs and unbleſ: 
When from Fleſh the Spirit freed. 
Haſtens homeward to return, 
Mortals cry, 4 Man is dead! 
Angels fing, A Child is born / 


4 Born into the World above, + 
They our happy Brother greet, 
Bear him to the Throne of Love, 
Place him at the Saviour's Feet: 
| 5 J=svs ſmiles, and ſays, Well done, 
Good and faithful Servant thou, 
= Enter, and receive thy Crown, | 
Reign with Me triumphant now. . 
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5 Angels catch th' ap Sound, 
| Ko and bleſs the juſt Award, 
Hail the Heir with Glory crown'd, 
Now rejoicing with his Lox : 
Fuller Joys ordain'd to know, 
Waiting for the general Doom, ö 
When th? Archangel's Trump ſhall blow, 
Rije, ye Dead, to Taboo come. 


After ws Rut 


O ME, let us who in CarrsT believe, | 
With Saints and Angels join, 
Glory, and Praiſe, and Bleſfing gire, | 
And Thanks to Love divine. 


2 Our Friend in ſure and certain Hope; 
Hath laid his Body down; | 
He knew that CHRIST ſhall raiſe him ups 
And give the ſtarry Crown. 


3 To all who his Appearing loves, 
He opens Paradiſe, . 
And we ſhall join the Hoſts above, 
And we — graſp che Prize. 


4 Then let us wait to ſee the Day, 
To hear the joyful Word, 
To anſwer, Lo! we come away, 
We die to meet our Log p. 


— 


4 Midnight Hymn. 


Earken'to the ſolemn Voice, 
The awful Midnight Cry, 
Waiting Souls, rejoice, rejoice, 
p And ſee che N nigh. 


5 a 
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"Lo! He comes to keep his Word ; 
Light and Joy his Looks impart, 

Go ye forth to meet your Loxp,. . 

And meet Him in your Heart. 


2 Ye who faint beneath the Load 
Of Sin, your Heads lift up, 
See your dear redeeming GoD, 

He comes, and bids . As hope. 
In the Midnight of your Grief, 
 _ Jesvs doth his Mourners chear, 
Now He brings you ſure Relief, 

Believe, and feel Him here. 


3 Ye, whoſe Loins are girt, ſtand forth! 
Whoſe Lamps are ing bright, 
Worthy in your Saviour's Worth, 
To walk with CHRIST in Light: 

Jzsvs bids your Hearts be clean, 

| Bids you all his Promiſe prove; 
Jes us comes to caſt out Sin, 

And perfect you in Love. 


4 ah (if ſuch are here) 
| Vho uy in the Prize, 
Wait ye, till your LoRp a 7 
| Delccating Bom the 1 
Still forget the Things behind, _ 
Toward your Thrones of Glory preſs, 
Stop not, till above ye find. 


The Crown of Righteouſneſs.. | 


5 Wait we all in patient Hope, © 
Till Canis the Judge ſhall come, 

We ſhall ſoon be all caught up, 
To meet the general Doom; 

In an Hour to us unknown, 
As a Thief in deepeſt Night, . 

Cur15T ſhall ſuddenly come down, 
With all his Saints in Light, 


= 
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6 Happy he whom Carrsrt: ſhall find 

Watching to ſee Him come, 

Him the pn. An of all Mankind 
Shall bear triumphant Home: 

Who can anſwer to his Word? | 
Which of you dares meet his Day? 

Rije, and come to Judgment Lokn, 
We riſe, and come away. 


- 


*** 


Another. 
F have we paſs'd the guilty Night 
In Revellings and frantic Mirth, 


The Creature was our ſole N 
Our Happineſs the Things of Earthz. 

But O ſuffice the Seaſon paſt, 

We chuſe the better Part at laſt. 


2 We will not cloſe our wakeful Eyes, 
We will not let our Eyelids ſleep, , 
But humbly lift them to the Skies, 
And all a ſolemn Vigil keep: 
So many Nights on Sin beftow'd, 
Can we not watch one Hour for Gop. 


3 We can, dear Ins uv, for thy Sake, 
Devote our every Hour to. Thee, | 
Speak but the Word, our Souls ſhall wake; 
And. ſing with chearful Melody, 
Thy Praiſe ſhall our glad Tongues employ, 
And every Heart ſhall dance for Joy. 
4 Dear Object of our Faith and Love, 
We liſten for thy welcome Voice, 
Our Perſons and our Works approve, 
And bid-us in thy Strength rejoice, 
Now let us hear the midnight Cry, 
And ſhout to find the Bridegroom nig 
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5 Shout in the Midſt of us, O King 
Of Saints, and let our Joys abound, 
Let us rejoice, give Thanks, and ſing, 
And triumph in Redemption found: 
We alk in Faith for every Soul; 
O let our glorious Joy be full. 


6 O may we All triumphant riſe, 
With Joy upon our Heads return, 
And far above theſe nether Skies 
By Thee on Eagle's Wings upborn, 
Thro' all yon radiant Circles move, 


And gain the higheſt Heaven of Love. 


. * * 
- JOS" p 4 K 4 ens th 
— — — — — — 


LoRD,>what is Man ! 


I F ER of uncreated Light, 
Fountain of Life, and Source of Power, 
We tremble at thy Glory's Height, 
And loſt in ſilent Praiſe adore. 


2 Truly Thou art a ſecret Gor, 
That hid'ſt Thee in the deepeſt Shade, 
Thy inacceſſible Abode 1 

Thou haſt in Clouds and Darkneſs made. 


3 Darkneſs and Clouds ſurround thy Throne, 
| And veil the Brightneſs of thy Face, 


Still we revere a Gop unknown, 
A bottomleſs Abyſs of Grace. 


4 Who, who can all thy Counſel ſee, 
Thine uttermoſt Perfection prove, 
Fathom the Depths of Deity, 
The Myſtery of redeeming Love! f 
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5 Yet haſt Thou in 2 4 
The Beamings Glory ſhewn, 
Before us.made thy Goodneſs paſs, 
Y And ſtrongly ſtampt it on thy Son. 


6 Thy 4 all our Thoughts tranſcend, 
Thy ow is written on our Hearts, 
ve in Part we comprehend, 


Ve, only Love we know Thou art. 


7 Angels, behold the bleeding Lamb, 
| | es Go for guilty Sinners ſlain, 
Confeſs the Power of Jas v's Name, 
Angels, bow down, and worllily Man, 


8 See, Ry Abbes d in Can swwe fs, 
We who the ranſom' d Nature ſhare! _.. 
= Earth, and Heaven to Man ſubmit, 

o me, for 1 in Cux 186 am there. 


9 Amazing Height of os et 
, Lord, what i is Man's geben Race. | 


Exalted in thy Fleffi 
The Angel: that et”, 
10 O wheitthall M thy Members riſe | 
To perfect Life, in Thee reſtor d, 


Caught up to meet Thee in the Skies, 
And be for ever with the Lomb. 


11 Who now bar Ranty Offerings bring; 
And praiſe Thee with a ſtammering Tongge, 
We ſoon triumphantly ſhall fing 

The new, the W Song. 


1 


12 Cen Lord, we to ſee thy Wr, 

Come, Son of Man, with Glory crown'd : 
The Banner of thy Croſs diſplay, _ 

DO. ard 0 the PRES ſdund! 


2. 4 . 


- 4 
Ul 


1% HYMNS AND 


a „** 2 . 


I have a Baptiſm to be baptized withal'; and 
how am I firaitened ill it be accompliſhed. 
LUKE xii. 50. | 3 

1 A N inward Baptiſm of Fire, 2 

Wherewith to be baptiz d I have; 


Tis all my longing Soul's Deſire, 
This, only this my Soul can fave. 


2 Straitned I am till this be done; 
Kindle in me the living Flame, 
Father, in me reveal thy Son, 
| Baptize me into Jzsv's Name, 


3 : 


3 Transform my Nature into thine,  - 
Let all my Powers thine Impreſs feel, 
Let all my Soul become divine, 
And ſtamp me with thy Spirit's Seal. 


4 Deferr'd my Hope, and ſick my Heart,; 
O when ſhall I thy Promiſe prove, 
Set to my Seal that true Thou art, 
Thy Nature and thy Name is Los. 


5 Love, mighty Love, my Heart o'erpower, 
Ah! « doſt Thou 5 long delay? 
Cut ſhort the Work, bring near the Hour, 
And let me fee thy perfect Dax. 


6 6 Behold for Thee I ever wait, 


Now let in me thy Image ſhine, 
Now the new Heavens and Earth create, 
And plant with Righteouſneſs divine, 


7 If with the wretched Sons of Men, 
It ſtill be thy Delight to live, wor 
Come, Lox p, beget my Soul again, 
Thyſelf, thy quick*ning Spirit give. 
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3 With me He dwells, and bids Thee come, 
Anſwer thine own effectual Prayer, | 


Enter my Heart, and fix thine Home, 
Thane everlaſting Preſence there. 


The Good Fight. 


1 Mnipotent Lok, wy Saviour and King, 
Thy Succour afford, Thy Righteouſneſs 


—_— 
Thy Promiſes bind Thee Compaſſion to have, 
Now, now let me find Thee Almighty to ſave. 


2 Rejoicing in Hope, And patient in Grief, 
To Thee I look up For certain Relief, 
I fear no Denial, No Danger I fear, | 
Nor ſtart from the Trial, While Js vs is near. 


3 Jevery Hour In Jeopardy ſtand; 
But Thou art my Power, And holdeſt my Hand, 
While yet J am calling, Thy Succour ] feel, 

It ſaves me from falling, Or plucks me from Hell. 


4 O who can explain This Struggle for Life? | 
This Travel and Pain, This Trembling and Strife! 
Plague, Earthquake, and Famine, And Tumult, 
and War, | 2 


The wonderful Coming Of Irxs vs declare. 


5 For every Fight Is dreadful and loud, 
The Warrior's Delight Is Slaughter and Blood, 
His Foes overturning, Till all ſhall expire; 
But this is avith Burning, And Fuel of Fire. 


6 Yet Gop is above Men, Devils, and Sin, 

My Jzsvs's Love The Battle ſhall win, 

So terribly glorious. His Coming ſhall be, 

His Love all- victorious Shall conquer for me, 


= 
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» Heall ſhell break che KIs Trac and h * 
Shall bring me into The plentiful Place: 
'Thro' much Tribulation; Thro Water and ies, | 
Thro'F loods of Temptation, And Flames of De. 

lle. 


8 On Jesvs my Power, Till then I rely, 
All Evil before His Preſence ſhall fly, 
When I have my Saviour, My Sin ſhall dare, 
And 2 for ever Shall reign in 855 Heart. 


— 


2 


HABAKKUK iii. 17, 18, 19. 


AY my unbelieving Feat! 
AN Fear ſhall in me no n, | 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 
He hides the Brightneſs of his Face : 
But ſhall I therefore let Him go, | 
And baſely to the Tempter yield: 
No, in the Strength of Ixs us, no! 
I never will give up my Shield. 


2 Altho' the Vine its Fruit deny, 
: Altho' the Olive yield no Oil, 
I The withering Fig- tree droop and die, 
The Field elude the Tiller's Toil, 
The empty Stall no Herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating Race, 
Yet will I triumph in the LoRp, 
The Gop of my: Salvation en 


1 ig my 1 ̃ 
1 45855 Pudsof Grace appear, 
un 


uit 9 5 py 8 and Path. - 
* Sin opt 1 * T & 
D — — Comte rt. * : 


| 7 e N ö * 7 | Q S . 
Yet: will I in my Saviour truſt, it 
And glory that He died for me. 8 
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4 In Hope believing againſt H 5 


Issus phe and Goo 
Ixs us my Strength ſhall lift me 5 
Salvation 1s in ]ssu's Name: 
To me He ſoon ſhall bring it nigh, 
My Soul ſhall then auh the Wind, 
On Wings of Love mount up on high, 
And leave the World and Sin behind. 


— 
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= Relapſe inta Sin. 


| 62 of my Salvation, bear, * 
And help me to believe, 
Simply do I now draw near 
Thy Blefling to receive; 
| Full of Guilt, alas! I am, 
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee; 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy Blood 1 was ſhed for me. 


2 Standing now as neui flain, 
To Thee I lift mine Eye, 
Balm of all my Grief and Pain, 
Thy Blood is always PT 
Now as Yeſterday the ſame 
Thou art, and wilt for ever be: 
Friend of Sinners, K. 


3 Full of Truth and Grace Thou art, 
And here is all my Hope: 
Falſe, and foul as Hell my Heart 
To Thee I offer up; 
Thou waſt given to redeem 
My Soul from all Iniquity: 
Friend of Sinners, wc 


; 2 
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4 Nothing have I. Logo, to pay, 
Nor can thy Grace 0 
Empty ſend me not away, | 
For I, Thou know'ſt, am poor: 
Duſt and Aſhes is my Name, 
My All is Sin and Miſe | 
Friend of Sinners, fe. c. 


Without Money, without Price 
I come thy Love to buy, 
From myſelt I turn mine 1 
2 Chief of Sinners I: 
Take, O take meas I am, 
And let me loſe myſelf in Thee: 
Friend of Sinners, Oc. : 


6 No good Work, or Word, or Thought 
Bring I to gain thy Grace, - 
Pardon I accept unbought, 
Thy Proffer I embrace, 
Coming as at furſt I came, 
To take, and not beſtow on Thee: 
Friend of Sinners, Sc. 


2 
2 


7 | Jesv, unto Thee my Sin 
I quietly confels, _ 
Till thy Mood Be antth ws chan 
Pan all Unrighteouſneſs, 
From the ſlighteſt Touch of Blame 
My Spirit, Soul, and Body free; 
Friend of Sinners, Sc. 


8 Saviour, from thy wounded Side 

I never wall 

Here will I my Spint hide 
When I am pure in Heart: 

Till my Place above I claim 

This on! Mall be all my Plea, 

Friend of Sinners, Godef Lamb, 

'Thy Blood was ſhed for me, 
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Auother. 
ON G have 1 labour'd in the Fire, 


And ſpent wy Life for Nou ht, - 


With Pride, .and A and 
In Nature's $ I fought. - 


2 Baffled I ful my Foes dtd, 
Pl roſe with Courage new. 
All which the Lox» command, Leried, 


I now reſolve to do. 


z But O! how ſoon from Glory driven, 
Down to profoundeſt Hell, 

As Lucifer caſt down from Heaven, 
From all my Hopes I fell! 


4 1 fell, and ſunk in Self-deſpair, 
I gave up All at 
On Jesvs then I caſt my Care, 
On Him mine Anchor caſt. . 


5 With Sin I ſtrove, 88 
But now I to the Lamb 
Look, e in Weakne 
While arm'd e | 


6 Jesu, to Thee I now can fly, 

On whom my ed 6 is laid, 
Oppreſt by Sins, I mine Eye, 

And ſee the Shadows fade. 


7 Soon as I find myſelf fotfook, 5 


The Grace a . wen, . Look 
A Sick will reach thine Heart, a Look 
Will bring Thee down from Hear. 


was. 


. . 
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8 1 on my Logo, I find 
A fure and preſent Aid: 


On Thee alone my conſtant * 
Is every Moment ſtaid. 


9 Whos e Coma, ar good 
Or ſtrong, I here diſclaim; 
I waſh my Garments in the Blood 
Of the atoning Lamb, 4 | 


10 Jesvs, my Strength, my Life, m * = 
| J On Thee og — 4 : : 

e 3 feaſt, | 
| Where Faith in Sight ſhall end. 


—_— 8 th 8 


— 


n 


— —_— I I — —_______w_——_— 


Y Father, o my Father, hear 

Thy weakeſt Child's imperfeR Call! * 

Now as a Servant I appear, | 

And yet Thou know'ft me Heir of All: 
O make me know as I am known; 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


2 Allur'd by unreſiſted Grace, 
Thy Footſteps why did I pure i 
Why did Jever ſeek thy Face? 
What ſecret Power my Spirit drew 
After I knew not whom to run? 7 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


3 From whom have all my Bleflings flow ? 
Who gave me theſe enlarg'd Deſires? _.. 
Who made me reſtleſs after Goo, > 

And-burnt me up with inward Fires? 
O let the Author now be ſhewn, 8 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son?- 
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4 Who held my fleeting Soul in Life, | 
And —_—_ aſide the fatal Hour? 
Who, when I oft gave o'er the Strife, 
Preſerv'd me from the adverſe Power? 
Remov'd the Death I would not ſhun? 
Speak; Father; am I not thy Son? 


5 When twice ten thouſand Times I fell, 
Who was it rais'd the Sinner up, 
The Sinner ſinking into Hell? 
HFlow came by this Spark of — * 
Who quicken'd me, a lifeleſs Stone ? 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


6 If Thou didſt ſee me in my Blood, 
And bid the dying Sinner live, 
" freely I am counted 
O let me all thy Life receive, 
O do not leave thy Work undone: 
Speak, Father ; am | not thy Son? 


7 Led thro? the noting Wilderneſs. 
If now l view the promis'd Land, 
Here let my weary Wand'rings ror 
Divide the Waves with thy Right-hand, 
Bid me thro! Jordau's Stream go on: "x 
Speak, Father; am I not * 8 "1 


2 Or if in my forlom Eſtate 42 
| Thy Will appoints me to remain, 
Behold me {till content to wait 

In Doubt and Fear, in Grief and Pa n, 
Only when all my Hope is 5 80 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


9 Alas! I know not how to pray, 
But all my Wants are known to Thees 
Father, inſtruct me what to ſa, 
Or interceed Thy TR for me, 
3- 
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Then hearken to thy Spirit's Groan: 
Speak, Father; am T not thy Son? 


10 If now the Bowels of thy Love 
Yearn over ſuch a Worm as me, 
Send down thy Spirit from above, 
| And make me clean, and ſet me free, 
The promis'd Comforter ſend down; 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


11 If now Thou knockeſt at my Heart, 
| Now open to Thyſelf the Door, 
The Gift unſpeakable impart; 
The Kingdom to my Soul reſtore, 
Call Home, call Home thy Baniſh'd One; 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? | 


12 Haſt Thou not made me willing, Lox p? 
Do f not now my Sins confeſs? | 
Be juſt, and faithful to thy Word, 

Cleanſe me from all Unrighteouſneſs, 
Finiſh the Work Thou haſt begun; 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


13 Hath not my Saviour died to make 
The Child of Wrath a Child of Gop? 
Haſt Thou not pardon'd for his Sake 
The Soul for which He ſhed his Blood? © 
And died He not for me Catone ? 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 8 


14 I cannot reſt till pure within, 
Tho? He hath waſt'd away my Stains, 
Remov'd the Guilt and Power of Sin, 
Yet while the carna] Mind remains, 
I till muſt make my ceaſeleſs Moanz _ 
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? 


— 
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15 Or if my endleſs Groans and Sighs 
Thy kind Compaſſion cannot move, 
Be deaf to all my Prayers and Cries, ; 
But hear my Advocate above, 128 
Hear Him who pleads before thy Throne, 
« Speak, Father; is He not thy Son??? 


* * . wy 


7 ” "4 * 


And a Man ſhall be as an Hiding-place from 
the Wind, and a Covert from the Tempe/l ; 
as Rivers of Water in a dry Place, as the 
Shadow of a great Rock in a weary Land. 
IS ALAN R . i. 


1 O the Haven of thy Breaſt, - 

| O Son of Man, I fly 
Be my Refuge and my Reſt, 
For Ol the Storm is highs 
Save me from the furious Blait, 

A Covert from the Tempeſt be; 

Hide me, Jesv, till o' erpaſt 

The Storm of Sin I ſee. 


2 Welcome as the Water ſpring 

To a dry, barren Place, 

O deſcend on me, and bring 
Thy ſweet refreſhing Grace: 

O'er a parch'd and weary Land: 

As a great Rock extends its Shade, 

Hide me, Saviour, with thine Hand, 

And ſkreen my naked Head. 


3 ln the Time of my Diſtreſs _ 
Thou haſt my Succour been, — 
In my utter Helpleſſneſ '  ___ 
Reſtraining me from Sina 


O how ſwiftly didſt Thou move, 
To fave me in the trying Hour! 


Still protect me with thy Love, 
And ſhield me d thy Fower. 


4 Firſt and Laſt, in me perform _ 
| The Work Thou haft begun, 

Be my Shelter from the Storm, 

My Shadow from the Sun; 

Sprinkle ſtill the . ſeat, | 

And bring thy Father's Anger down, 

Skreer? me, vs v, from the Heat 

And Terror of his Frown. 


s Let thy Merit as a Cloud 

Still interpoſe between, 

Plead th' Atonement of thy Blood 
Till I am cleans'd from Sin: 
Weary, parch'd with Thirſt, and faint 
Till Thou th' abiding Spirit breathe, 

Every Moment, Logp, I want 

The Merit of thy Death. 


6 Never ſhall I want it leſs - 
When Thou the Gift haſt given, 
Filld me with thy Righteouſneſs, 
And ſeab'd the Heir of Heaven; 
I ſhall hang upon my Gop, 
Till I thy perfect Glory ſee, 
Till the ſprinkling of thy Blood 
Shall ſpeak me up to Thee. 


: [ 
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A pu, Sinner, 


I E sb, my Strength, my „Hope, 

On Thee I caſt. my Care/, 

With humble Confidence look up: | 
And know Thou heart my Prayer. 8 
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Give me on Thee to mo 
Till Ican all Things do, 
On Thee * to ne 


I reſt upon thy Word, 
The Promiſe is for me, 


My Succour and Salvation, DET 1 
Shall ſurely come from Thee. 77 


But let me flill abide, 3 

Nor from my Hope remove, 
Till Thou my patient Spirit . hag 

Into thy perfect Love. 5 


1 en 256 
A Self. renouncing Will, 


That 2 and een 1 


aits of pleaſing Il; 
- A Soul enurd to Pain, 


To Hardſhip, Grief,, and Loſs, 


_— —— e up, . to ſuſtain 
ed Croſs. 


I want a Fear, 


feerning Rye, © 


That Fer to Thee when Sin 1s __ 


And ſees the Tempter fy 4 


A Spirit fill prepar'd,. 9 
1 d with jealous Care, 


For ever ſtanding on its Guard. 


And waning unto Prayer. 


I want an Heart pray, 
Jo pray and never ceaſe, ' 
Never to murmur at thy Stay, | 


Bot e is WM 1 


3 


. 
9 * 
; 
$ 
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This Bleſſing above all 5 

Always to pray 1 want, ins 
Out of the Deep cn Thee to call, 

And never, never faint, | 


6 I wints war fi ard, 1 
A ſingle ſteady | 
(Unmov'd b Threa'ning g or Reward) 
To Thee and thy great Name: 


A jealous, juft Concern _ 
For thine immortal Praiſe, 

A pure Defire that All may learn, 
And wary Of: Grace, 


7 l want with all n m Heart 
Thy Pleaſure to fulfil, 
Io know myſelf, and What Thou art, 
And what thy perfect Will 


I want, I know not what, | 

I watt my Wants to ſee, 
7 want,—alas! what want I not, 

When Thou art not in me 


— — — ren a 3 | 
A Prayer for e. 


MY 3 and my Gor, | 
on thine helpleſs Child * 
Thou haſt 3 aſide thy Road, 
Thou in CHRIST art reconcil'd: 
Hear me then, my Father, hear, 
Good and gracious as Thou art, 2 
Fill me with an holy Fear, e 
Give me, Loa, an humble Heart, 1 - 
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2 0! 'tis all T want below | | 
Jzsvs and myſelf to wy Eh 
Only Sin and Grace to mace ttl | 
All the Good and all the III. 
Shew me, Father, what I am, | 
Shew me what in Cux ist Thou art, 
All my Glory, all my Shame; | 
Give me, Lonp, an humble Ran. 


3 Liſten to my ceaſbleſ Cries, 
Mean and little may - I be, 
Baſe and vile in my own Eyes, 

Griev'd at my own Mi 

Shew, and then my Sickneſs cure; 
Make me know as T am known, 
Wound my Spirit, make me poor, 

Break, O break this Heart of Stone. 


4 Duſt and Aſhes i is my Name, 
Sinful Duft and Aſhes I 
Back return from whence I came, 
Earth to Earth J fink, and die. 
Abject I, yet haughty too, 
Nothing of my own poſſeſs, 
Nothing of myſelf can do, 
— of Sin, and proud of Grace. 


89 the Curſe, the Plague I feel 8 

By the Dæmon Pride urſu d! 

Proud to fee I merit Hell, 
Proud J am that Gop is ; good, 

Proud, that Thou my Works haſt wrought, 
Proud, that I was juſtified, 

Proud in every. Word and Thought : 
All my fallen Soul is Pride. 


6 My own Glory till I ſeek, 
Still I covet human Praiſe, 62.9 | 
Still in all L do, or ſpeak, WOES 
Thee I wrong, ago rob thy Grace: 
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Nature will uſurp a Share, 
Fondly of thy Graces boaſt, 
Needleſsly thy Gifts declare, 
Needlsly dectar'd and loſt, 


7 And muſt that which is fo good 

Evil prove to helpleſs me? 

Poiſon ſhall I draw from Food, 

Sin from Grace, and Pride Fram Thee? 

O forbid it, Humble Love! | 
Hide me, O my Father, hide, 

Far away this Snare remove, 
Save me from the Dzmon Pride, | 


8 Wean my Soul, and keep it low, 
| Do not with thy Gifts deſtroy, 
Lowlineſs of Heat beſtow, 
Give me this, or take my Joy: 
If wich me Thou wilt not ſtay, 
Let my Comfort all depart, 
Take my Joy and Peace away, 
Leave me but an humble Heart. 


9 Father, hear, to Thee 1 cry, 

Thee in JIꝝs v's Name conjure, 

With my one Re ueſt comply, | 
Make me humble, make me poor: 

This of all thy Gifts impart ; . 
When I am of this poſſeſt, 

When Thou giv'ſt an . Heart, 
If Thou canſt, with-hold 1 reſt. 


1 Thinyving 


ORD, and am I yet alive, a 
Not in Torments, not in Hell! 
Still doth thy good Spirit ftrive, © 
With the Chief of Sinners dwell! © 
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N : 
Will not of thy Love eſpair, 


Still in ſpite of 80 FI; 
Still to call Thee mine I dare. 


2 O the Length and Breadth of Level; 
Jes v, Saviour, can it be? | 
All thy Mercy's Heighth 1 prove, 
All its Depth is ſeen in me! 
O the Miracle of Grace, 
Tell it out, to Sinners tel! 
Fiends, and Men „ and F Ker 
I am, I am out of Hell 


3 Turn aſide a Sight t admire, 
I the living Yonder am! 
See a Buſh chat burns with Fire, 
Unconſum'd amidſt the Flame! 
dee a Stone that hangs in Air! 
See a Spark in Oceans dwell! 
Kept alive with Death ſo near, 
Jam, I am out of Hell? 


93 4 * * * 


— 


For the Spirit of Prayer. 


\ATHER, in the mighty Name 

Of thy well-beloved Son, La 

One of all thy Gifts I claim, W 

All my Wants I ſpeak in one, E 
Let me for the Promiſe ſtay, 
Only give me Power to pray. 


2 Senſible Delights on me, 
Peace or Joy if Thou beſtow, 
Thankful I receive from Thee, 
Or let all my Comforts go, 
Take thine other Gifts away, 
Only Sire t me Power 12 pray. 
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3 See thy poor afflicted Child. 
Patient, and reſignꝭd in Pain, 
Let me wander o'er the Wild. 
Never more will J complain, 
Here for ever let me. ſtay, TH 
Only give me Power to pray. Ar ar 


4 Let the Pangs that fill my Breaſt 
. Fully all to Thee be known, 11. 
Griefs that cannot be expreſt 
Let me tell Thee in a Groan, 
Haſte to help me, or delay, 
Only give me Power to pray. 


5 Grant me Comfort, or deny, 
V.iſit, or from me depart, ; 
Only let thy Spirit cry, = 
Abba Father, in my Heart; ' 
Abba Father, would I fay, 
Only give me Power to pray. 


— a tt „ tt. a 


— — _ 
5; 


SUBMISSION. 


I HEN, my Saviour, ſhall I be 
Perfectly reſign'd to Thee? 

Poor, and vile in mine own Eyes, 
Only in thy Wiſdom wiſe - 
Only Thee content to know, 
Ignorant of all below, 8_ 

Only guided by thy Light, 
Only mighty in thy Might. 

2 Take my Nature's Strength away, 1 
Every Comfort, every Stay, EAA 
Every Hindrance of thy Love, 
All y Power to act or more 


3 
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Fain I would be truly fil,” 
Fain I would be. without Will, 


Simple, innocent, and free, 


Free from all that fs not Thee. 


Weaken, bring me down to Nought, 
Captivate my every —.— 
Take the Future from my View, 


| All thy Love intends to 


Let me to thy Goodneds heave | 

When, and «um Thou art to give, 
All thy Works to Thee are known, 
Let thy bleſſed Will be done. | 


4 Is it not enough a 


Now can Abba Father cry? 


5 


I am now a Child of Go,, © 
Bought, and ſprinkled with ty Blood; | 
Lob, it doth not yet 

What I ſurely ſhall be here, 

When 'Thou ſhalt unfold the Word : 
Only make me as my LORD... - 


So I may thy Spirit know, 

Let Him as He liſteth blow : 

Let the Manner be unknown, | 
So I may with Thee be One; 
Fully in my Life ex EO SS, Be 
All the Heights of Holineſs, 


Sweetly in my Spirit 


prove 
Al the Depth: of humble Nl 


1 — * 


1 


—_— TIT 
Her a fuk Friend. 


EE, gracious Lon p, with pitying 8 
Beneath thy Hand a Sufferer lies, a 
Thy Mercy, not thine Anger proves; 
And ſick he is e low ea. 
1. 2. | 


— 
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2 His to thine own Afflictions join, 
Accept, exalt, and count them 'Thine, 
 . 1 which remains fulfil, 
And ſuffer in thy Members ſtill. 


3 His Sickneſs feel, endure his Pain, 
His Burden bear, his Croſs ſuſtain, 
Grieve in his Griefs, and ſigh his Sighs,, 
And breathe his Wiſhes to.the Skies. 


4 Enter his Heart, poſſeſs him whole, 
Inſpire, and actuate his Soul, 
_ Himſelf no longer let it be | 
'That ſuffers, or that lives, but Thee. 


s Thyſelf thro? Sufferings perfect made, 
Conform him thus to Thee his Head; 
Refine, and raiſe his Virtue higher, 
When tried, and purified by Fire. 


6 So when his Eves behold Thee near, 
And Thou his hidden Life, appear, 
Bright in thy Likeneſs ſhall he ſhine, 
And glorious all, and all divine. 


wy 
add. 


After a Recovery from Sichneſs. 


ISAIAH XXXviii. 17, 18, &c, 
1 FRLORY to God, whoſe gracious Power 
| Ts in his Creature's Weakneſs ſhew'd, 
Who turns afide the mortal Hour, 
And bids me live to praiſe my Gop! 


2 To praiſe my Gop I only live; 
1. o Him my Reſidue of Days, 

His own continued Gift I give, 
I only live my God to praiſe, 


3 In Love, and Pity'to my Sol „ 
Thou, Lo Rx, haſt ſnatchid me fem theGtave, 
Thy powerful Touch hath made me whale. 
O who can as my Saviour ſave? 


4 Jesv, the Saviour of Mankind, 
How ſhall I magnify thy Grace, 
Which caſt my every Sin behit 05 
And brought me to thy Fathers Face l 


5 Here I rejoice to bleſs thy Name, 
Thy Goodneſs here I live toſces 

The Grave cannot thy Praiſe proclaim, 

The Dead can call no Souls to Thee. 


6 The Living, he ſba!l praiſe thy Love; 

The Living, he hy Truth ſhall own, 
As I this Day delight to prove, 
And make thy faithful Mercies known,” 


Let future Times thy Name conſeſs 
In which I ſure Salvation have, 

And learn from me their Gov to bleſs, - 
So ready and ſo rong to ſa ve... 


vs The Load hath ſav'd my Soul from De ach, 
Then let us ting our grateful Songs, 

And render with our lateſt Breath 

The Praiſe that to the Lo xD belongs. 


1 


—_— — 


Receiving « a Chrific Bind. - J | 


4 


Elcome, F nend! in that Gin ane 
- Whence our every Bleſſing flows! 

Enter, and inereaſe the Flame 
Which in ty our Mane e 
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3 Sent of Go, we tee receivmee 

- Hall the providential Gueſ!!t! 

If in Jesus we believe, ee wal" 
Let us on his Meraes feaſt. 


3 JEs us is our common Lox p, 
He our loving Saviour is 
By his Death to Life reſtor d, 

Mifery we exchange for Bliſs : 


4 Bliſs to carnal Minds unknown; 
O *tis more than Tongue can tell! 
Only to Believers known, ; | 
Glorious, and*unſpeakable! 


5 Cnx15sT, our Brother, and our Friend. 
She us his Eternal Love; 
Never let our Triumphs end, 


Till we join the Hoſt above. 


b Let us walk with Czxxr15T in White, 
For qur Bridal-day prepare, | 
For our Partnerſhip in Light, 
For our glorious Meeting there! 


the. 


* 4 - * — = — 


The Salutation. 


1 NEA E be on. this Houſe beſtow'd, 
Peace on All that here reſide! 
Let the unknown Peace of Gop ; 
With the Man of Peace abide! 
Let the Spirit now come down, 
Let the Bleſſing now take Place! 
Son of Peace, receive thy Crown, | 
Fulneſs of the Goſpel-Gracde. 
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2 Cnxisr, my Maſter,” and my Lox; ” 
Let me thy ne ber” 10 i 1461 
O be mindful of thy Word, 
Vioiſit them, and viſit me? 
To this Houſe, and All herein, 
Now let thy Salvation come, 
Save our Souls from inbred Sin, 


Make them chine Eternal Home. 


Let us never, never- ol 7 5 

Till the Promiſe is fulfill'd, 

Till we are of Thee poſſeſt, 
Waſh'd, and ſanctified, and card. 

Till we all in Love rene w'd, | 
Find the Pearl that Adam: loſt, 

"Temples of the Living Gp, 
Father, * r Shen. 


— is. 2 


— 8 


At the Meeting 1 Cbriſian Friendi. 


(LORY be to God above, 155 
Go, from whom all Bleſſings flow! 

Make we Mention of his Love, 

Publiſn we his Praiſe below; = 

Call'd together by his Grace, Nv 
We are met in Jesuv's Name, | 

Sce with Joy each others Face, 

Followers of the bleeding Lamb, 


2 Let us then Geet Counſe! take 
How to make our Calling fure,, 
Our Election how to make 
Paſt the Reach of Hell ſecure; 
Build we each the other u, 
Pray we for our Faith's Increaſe, 
Laſting Comfort; ſtedfaſt Hope, 
Solid Joy, and ſettled TR. 
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3 More and more let Love abound, 


Never, never may we reſt, 
Till we are in JIxs us found, 
Of our Paradiſe poſſeſt. 
He removes the flaming Sword, 
Calls us back, from Eder mm. 
To his Image here raſterd ,. 
Soon He takes may to Heaven AL 


Jr sv, Loss for this we wait, 
Till thine Image we regain: 
Wilt Thou not our Souls create? 
Saviour, ſhall our Faith be vain? 
If we do in Thee believe, 
Now the ſecond Gift i impart, 
Now th' abiding Witneſs give, 
Give us now the perfe Heart. 


OY 


— —ͤ—ũ——ꝓn̈d'» — ET” ns. ——— ACS — — 1 
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5 Surely He will not delay, | 
If we patiently endure, , , 
Will not empty ſend away 
Sinners hungry, mournful, poor. 
JEs us wept! and ſtill doth weep 
Human Mifery to behold, 
Pities now his wand'rin Sheep, > 
Longs to bring us to his Fold. 4 


6 © Children, have you ought to ett L 
(Kindly aſks our careful Gon) 2 
Jas v's Fleſh indeed is Meat, 
Drink indeed is Iss v's Blood: 
Drink, and eat my Well-belov'd, 
Lean, He ales ge my Breaſt, 
Till ye all, from Earth removd, 
Share with Me re ref ak. 


—— ———ññ—ñ—ñ— ——— 2—— 
S by S m 
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I 


4 | Phi 


LEST be 8 deat, uniting Love 
That will not let us part: 

Our Bodies may far off remove, 
wennn 


2 Join'd in one Spirit to our Head, 
Where He appoints we go, 
And ſtill in Jzsv*s Footſteps tread, 
And do his Work below. 3; 


3 0 let us ever walk in Film, 
And Nothing know. beſide, | 
Nothing deze, Nothing, een 
But N crucified. _ 


4 Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd Embrace, © 
Expect his Fulneſs to receive, 
And Grace to anſwer Grace. 


5 While thus we walk with Car15T in Light... 
Who ſhall our Souls disjoin - 
Souls which Himſelf vou es t' unite | 
In Fellowſhip Divine. | 


6 We All are One- who Him receive, = 
And each with each agree, _ 
In Him the One, the Tank, we liv e. . 
Bleſt Point of Unity. | 


7 Partakers of the Saviour's Stade, 
The ſame in Mind and Heart, | 
Nor Joy, nor Grief, nor Time, ror Place, 
Nor Life, nor Death, can part. | 


a 
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8 But let! us haſten to the Da 
Which ſhall our Fleſh reſtore, | 
When Death fhall all be done away, ES 
And Bodies _— no more. 


„ — 
* 


The Commendation e 


E 'T the World lament and grieve. T 
arting with a Friend, 

Thee = ck A Jas vs give, 

We chearfull commend 9 
Thee to his preſerving Grace: 

Go, in full Aſſurance go 
Heavenward ſet thy ft Face, 

And only Jzsus know. = 


2 Jes us, and Him cruciled, 
| For ever bear in Mind, 
Shelter in his bleedin Side. 
Be confident to ſind; 
Let his Truth and Faithfulneſs | 
Still thy Shield and Buckler prove, os 
| Keep thy Soul in perfect Peace, _. 
| And Everlalting Love. : 


3 Love the dear atonin 1 
And us for Ias v's Sake; 
Let us each, in Ixsv's Name, 
* others Mention make; 
Preſent thro? the Spirit's Prayer, 
Abſent when in Fleſh thou art, 
To the Throne of Grace we bear 


= We bear thee on our Heart. 
4 To the Source of all our Good, LE MLL 
Thy Soul we now commend, 3 
Jesv,' ſprinkle with thy Mos. ip 2 10 0 


| 
17 
| 7 
[i 
44 
{1 
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And love him to the End: 
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Faithfully on Thee, we call, an (od BY, 
Perfect him and us in one, 
With us, by us, in us all, 
 Thine only Will be done. 


8 $1.28 4 * F 
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The abſent a = ny in „., 


Haisr, our Head, N common Lore, I 
See the Souls that wait on vos: | 
Hear us all with one Accord l. 
Sweetly in thy Praiſe nr | 
Parted tho? in Fleſh we are 
Join'd to Thee, our Corner Stone, 
We are intimately near, 
Preſent, and in Spirit One. 


2 Let us now to Thee aſpire, 39, 
Who thy Life begin wipe know, | * 
Let the circulatin belt 11 
Now in every * o oo 
Let the Incenſe of our Vows s 
From thy Golden Cenſer riſe, N | | 
Fragrant thro” the higher Houſe, - - 
Well-accepted Sacrifice. * 


Come ye abſent Souls who lore . il 
_ Jesvs with a ſimple Heart. 
Scck with us the Things ao 5-141) 

Never from the Work depart; | 
Never let us ceaſe to fin | 

The great Riches of E Grace, | 
Till we of behold our King E 

Eye to Eye, and Face to Face. 


2 


1 ly we thal an appear F 
the Judgment-ſet above, TA 6 
We dial ee our ISS near, 
Him whom now unſeen we love; 
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We his dear, peculiar Ones, | 
Sharers of our Maſter's Bliſs, 

We ſhall fit upon'our Thrones, 
We ſhall ſee Him as He is. 


5 Partners of this heavenly Hope, 

Travel on, and meet us there, 

We ſhall ſurely be caught up, ES 
Meet the Saviour in the Air: Y 

Yes; Eternity's at Hand, | 
Ve ſhall ſoon be taken Home, 

With the Lamb on Sion ſtand — 

Come, Deſire of Nations, come! 


„ 1 1 


— 


Entering into the Congregation. 


I TY Ountain of Life, to All below 
| Let thy Salvation roll, 
Water, repleniſh, and oferflow | 
Every believing Soul. 


2 Into that happy Number, Los . 
3 Us weary Sinners take, 
Jes v, fulfil thy gracious Word 
For thine own Mercy's Sake. 


3 Turn back our Nature's rapid Tide, 
And we ſhall flow to Thee, 
While down the Stream of Time we glide 
To our Eternity. | 


4 The Well of Life to us Thou art, 
Of Joy the ſwelling Flood, | 
| Wafted by Thee with willing Heart | 
We ſwift return to Gov. = 


5 We ſoon ſhall reach the boundleſs Sea, | ) "2h 
Into thy Fulneſs fall, a=; 1 2 23 

Be loſt, and ſwallow d up in Thee, n 
Our God, our ul in All, er gp 
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Thou, whom all thy Saints adore, 
We now with all thy Saints Fi 
And bow our inmoſt Souls = mg 15 
Thy glorious awful LORIE" 


2 Thee King of Nations we acid 
Who would not our great Sovereign frard | 
We long t' experience all thy Name, 
And now we come to meet Thee here. 
3 we come, great Gov, to ſeek thy Face, 
And for thy Loving>kindneſs wait; 
And O how ul is this Place! 


'Tis God's own Houſe, *tis Heaven's oe | 


4 Tremble our Hearts to find Thee nigh, | 
To Thee our trembli 1 9 
And lo! we ſee deſcend - | 
The Pillar, and the Flame of Fire! 


5 Still let it on th” Attembly ſtay, | 
And all the Houſe with Glory fill, 
To Canaan's Bounds point out our Way, \ 4 
And: bring us to thy holy Hill. 1 | \ Þ 


6 There let us all with JIEs us ſtand,  _ 
And join the general Church abore, 
And take our Seats at thy anal 5 dT 
And ſing thine everlaſting Love: | 
Come, Logo, our Souls are on the Wig, 
Now on thy great white Tg feat, 5 
And let my Eyes behold my King, | 
And let ms ſee ie there * 


» 1 
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Hy uN for the Day of PExTEcosr. 


= Ejoice, rejoice ye fallen Race, 
| The Day of Penrecoft is come 
Expect the ſure deſcending Grace, 
Open your Hearts to make Him Room, 


2 Our Jesvs is — up on high, 
For us the lefling to receive; 
It now comes ſtreaming from the Sky, 
The Spirit comes, and Sinners live. 


3 To every one whom Gov ſhall call 
The Promiſe is fecurely made; 
To you far off; He calls you all; - 
Believe the Word which CHRIS TH hath ſaid. 


4 © The Holy Ghoſt, if I depart, 
The Comforter ſhall ſurely come, 
Shall make the contrite Sinner's Heart 
His lov'd, his everlaſting Home.” 


5 Lord, we believe to us and ours 
| The Apoſtolic Promiſe given; 
We wait to taſte the heavenly Powers, 
The Holy Ghoſt ſent down from Heaven, 


| 6 Ah! leave " 2 to mourn below, 
Or long for thy Return to pine 
Now, LoxD, the Comforter — 
And fix in us the Gueſt divine. 


7 Aſſembled here with one Accord, 
Calmly we wait the promis'd Grace, 
s + The Purchaſe of our dying Lopd —— 
Come, Holy Gheſt, and fill the Place 


* _ * * 
— 
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8 Ifevery one that aſks may find, . 5 
Ik̃f ſtill Thou art to Sinners given, | 
Come as a mighty ruſhing Wind, | 

To ſhake our Earth come down from Heaven. 


9 Behold to Thee our Souls aſpire, 
And languiſh thy Deſcent to mect ; 
Kindle in each thy living Fire, 
And fix in every Heart thy Seat. 


10 Wiſdom and Strength to Thee belongs, — 
Sweetly within our Boſoms move, 8 
Now let us ſpeak with other Tongues 
The new, ſtrange Language of thy Love. 


11 Spirit of Faith, within us live, | | 

And ftrike the Crowd with fix'd Amaze, ＋ 

Open our Mouths, and Utterance give, | 
To pubhſh our Redeemer's Praiſe. 


12 To teſtify the Grace of God 
To-day as Yeſterday the ſame, 
And ſpread thro? all the Earth abroad, 
The Wonders wrought by J=su's Name. 
— — — 


Another. 
I JPATHER of our dying Lord, 
| Remember us for Good, 
O fulfil his faithful Word, 

And hear his ſpeaking Blood; 

Give us that for which He prays, 
Father, glorify thy Son! 

Shew his Truth, and Power, and Grace, 

And fend THE PROMISE down. 


2 True and faithful Witneſs Thou, 
O Curr5T thy Spirit give: 
Haſt Thou not receiv'd Him now, 
That we might now receive ? 
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Art Thou not our living Head 
Life to all thy Limbs impart, | 


Shed thy Love, thy 8 it ſhed 
In every waiting Heart. 


3 Holy Ghot, the ds | 

The Gift of JEsus, come: 
Glows our Heart to find Thee near, 

And ſwells to make Thee Room; 
Preſent ww/th us Thee we feel, 

Come, O come, and zz us be, 
With us, in us live and dwell 

To all Eternity. 


— 2 * — — 2 — 


Another. 


8 — our Hearts lift up, 
Partakers o your Hope! 
This the Day of — | 
Afk, and ye ſhall receive . 
Surely now the Holy Ghoſt 
Go to all that aſk ſhall give. 


Ye all may freely take 
The Grace, for Jas v's Sake; 
He for every Man hath died, 
He for all hath roſe again; 
IJxsus now is lori fied, 


Gifts he h receix dl for Men. 


He ſends them from the Skies 
On all his Enemies; 
By his Croſs He now hath led 
Captive our Captivity : 
We ſhall all be free indeed, : 
CHRIST the Son ſhall make us free. 


Bleſſings on all He pours 
In never- ceaſing ö 


\ 
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He waters from above, 
408 his Joy and Peace, 
Settled Comfort, derne Love, 

Everlaſting Righteouſneſs. 


5 Al may from Him receive 
A Power to turn 202 live; . 
Grace for every Soul is fre, 
All may mY th' effectual Call; 
All the Light of Liſe. may fee, e Ll ; 
All may feel He died for all. 
6 Dro down i in Showers of Love "+ 
Ve Heavens from above! 
Righteouſneſs, ye Skies, pour down, 
Open, Earth, and take it in, 
Claim the Spirit for your own, 
Sinners, and be fav'd from Sin | 


Father, behold we claim oo A 
The Gift in Jesv's Name! _ 
Him -the romis'd Comforter 


Into all our Spirits pour; 
Let Him fix his 5 here, 


Come, and never leave us more. 
1 Tang: 3 vn 
0 G0 of my Salvation hear, 
And help a Sinner to draw near 


With Beende to the Throne of Grace: 
Help me thy Benefits to ſing, 
And ſmile to ſee me feebly ring 

My humble Sacrifice of Preiſe. 


2 I cannot praiſe Thee a5 I would, Bib 2 
But Thou art merciful and e 
L know Thou _ 75 ſpiſe 
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The Day of ſmall and feeble Things, 
But bear me, *till on Eagle's Win 
To all the Heights of Lovell ri 


3 I thank Thee for that gracious gg 
(Which Pride would not permit to laſt) 
That Touch of Love, that Pledge of Heauen: 
Surely on me my Father ſmil'd, 
And once I knew Him reconcil'd, 
And once I felt my Sins forgiven, 


4 My Lond and Gov I then could ſee, 
My Saviour who had died for me, 
To bring the Rebel near to God: 
Thou didſt, Thou di4/ thy Peace perl. 
Pardon was written on my Heart, 


In largeſt Characters of Blood, 


5 When I had forfeited my Peace, 
My Manners in the Wilderneſs, - 
Infinite Love, how didſt Thou bear. ! 
Thou would not give the Sinner up, 
+, My Heart retain'd a feeble Hope, 
And could not, durſt not yet deſpair. 


6 Aſſaibd with Doubt, and Fear, and Grief, 
Il ſtagger'd oft thro' Unbehef, 

Yet {till Thou wouldſt not let me yield, 
When mens, Souls their Lox p denied, 
And fell in Heaps on. every Side 

1 never caſt away my Shield. 


7 Vilet of all the Sons of Men, 2 | 
When I to Folly, turn'd: again., 
And Pau ainſt thy Light _ Lovey 
. Grace did much more than Sin * 4 
Amaz'd 1 Fon Forgiveneſs found, 4 
And than d my Advocate above. | 
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8 Savioum for this I thank Thee now, 
My Saviour to the utmoſt, Thou 
Haſt ſmatch'd me from the Gates of Hel, 
That I to all Mankind may prope 


Thy free, thine everlaſting Love, 
Which all Mankind with me may feet. 


9 The beandled Love that found out me, | | 
For every Soul of Man is free, pe 7 
None of thy Mercy needs deſpair 5 4 
Patient, and Ditiful, and kind, *. 
Thee every Soul of Man may find, | 
And freely fav'd thy Grace declare. 


10 A vile backſliding Grave I | 
Ten thouſand Deaths deſerve to die, 
Yet ftill by ſovereign Grace I live, 
Saviour, to Thee I ſtill look up. 
I ſee an open Door of Hope, 
And wait thy Fulneſs to receive. 


;1 How ſhall I thank Thee for the Grace,, g 
The Truſt I have to ſee thy Face, 
When Sin ſhall all be — d away! * 

The Night of Doubts wie Fears is paſt, 


The Morning Star appears at laſt,, | - .M 
AndI ſhall ſee thy: perfect Day. W -14 


12 I ſoon ſhall hear thy quick" nin Voice 
Shall always pray, give Fhanks, 2, 
(This is thy Will, and faithful Word) 3 
My Spirit meck, my Will reſign'd, c , 
Lowly as Thine ſhall be my Mind, . | 2 
The Servant ſhall be as his Lox D. 


3 Already, 3 1 feel thy Power, 3 
Preferv'd from Evil every Hour, 'Y 
My great Foes L proclaimz R 4 


00 
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Safety and Strength in Thee I 
I find, I find Thee ftrong to fave, 
And know that Es us is thy Name. 


14 By P_ I _ mn _ O 
Strangely; upheld by thy Right- 
"i _ NaN Wiki l a 
A Sinner I am kept from Sin; 
And Thou ſhalt make me pure within, 

And Thou ſhalt form my Soul anew. 


15 I thank Thee, whoſe ang Blood 
Each Moment intercedes with Gop, 
Sprinkling my every Word and Thought; 
Gop hears thy Blood for Mercy cry, 5 


He paſſes all my Follies by; | 
I but He imputes them not. 


16 I fin in every Breath I draw, | 
Nor do thy Will, nor keep thy Law 
On Earth, roaring ae: 
But ſtill the Fountain open ſtands, 
Wafthes my Feet, and Head, and Hands, 


Till I am perfected in Love. 


17 Come then, and looſe my ſtammering Tongue, 
Teach me the new, the joyful Song, 
And perfect in a Babe thy Praiſe: 
] want a thoufand Lives t' employ 
In publiſhing the Sounds of Joy; UE 
he Goſpel of thy general Grace. 


18 Come, Lo p, thy Spirit bids Thee come, 
Give me Thyſelf, and take me Home, 
Be now the glorious Earneſt given, 
The Counſel of thy Grace fulfil, . 
Thy Kingdom come, thy perfect Wil 
Be done on Earth, as tis in Heaven. 
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A Dialogue of ANGELS and MRR. 
1 FE Worms of Earth, our Gop admire, 
; The Gow of Angels praiſe : 


M. Praiſe Him for us, ye heavenly Choir, 
| His Earth-born Sons of Grace. | 


4. 2 His Image view in us diſplay'd, : 
His nobler Creatures view : 
M. Lower than you our Souls He made, 
But He redeem'd them too. 


A. 3 As Gods we did in Glory ſhine, . 
| Before the World began: 

M. Our Nature too becomes divine, 
And Gop Himſelf is Man. 


A. 4 He cloath!d us in theſe Robes of Light, 
The Shadow of his Son: | 
M. We with tranfcendent Glory bright 
Have CunISs r Himſelf put on. 


A. 5 Spirits like Him He made us be, 
A pure ethereal Flame: 
M. Join'd to the Lox, one Spirit we 
With Jzsvs are the ſame. | 


A. 6 We ſee Him on his b ee 


Crowns He to us imparts: 
M. To us the King of Kings comes 85 
And reigns within our Hearts. 


* 


* 


A. 7 Pure as He did at firſt create, 
We Angels never fell: 
M. He faves us from our loſt Eſtate, 
He reſcues Man from Hell. 
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A. 8 When others fell, we faithful provid, 
His Love preſerv'd us true : 
M. Yet own that we are more belov'd, 
| He never died for you. 


A. 9 Worms of the Earth, to you, we own, 
The nobler Grace is given: | 
M. Then praiſe with us the great Three-One, 

| Till we all meet in Heaven. | 


* * 


2 „ - 2 


| Hnother, 


Fathes, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Glory above be given: 
We'll vie with the celeſtial Hoſt, 
And Earth ſhall rival Heaven. 


2 Ye Angels, that in Strength excel, 
To Gop your Voices raiſe ; 
In Tenements of Clay we dwell, 
Yet humbly chaunt his Praiſe. | 


3 To Him ye Hallelyjahs cry 
Loud as the Thunder's Noiſe; 
As many Waters we reply, 


And eccho back the Voice. 


4 Ten thouſand Times ten thouſand, fing 
Ye your Creator's Name; 
We claim IE HO vA for our King, 
And we extol the ] amb. 


2 ve caſt your Crowns before his Throne, 5 
And dare no longer gaze; 

We proſtrate at his Footſtool own 

The Wonders of his Grace. 
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5 Thus let us all for ever lie, 
In Songs, or Silence join, 
T' adore the Majeſty on high, 7 
E we NI Eads > 


2 5 \ : ' N 1 
4 8 5 "I: 21 822 « a 1 1 1 


DAvrp and GOLIATH. 


1 HO s this fen gantic Foe, 
That proudly ſtalks along ? 
Overlooks the Crow morn | 
In brazen Armour ftrons 7? 
Loudly of his Strength he i 
On his Sword and Spear relies, 
Meets the Gop of H ael's Hoſts, 
And all their Force defies. 


2 Talleſt of the Earth-born Race, _=- 

They tremble at his Power, a 

Fly before the Monſter's Face, 
And own him Conqueror: 

Who this mighty Champion is, 
Nature anſwers from within, 

He is my own Wickedneſs, 
My own beſetting Sin. 


3 In the Strength of Jesv's Name, 
I with the Monſter fight, 
Feeble and unarm'd I am, 
But JIxs us is my Might: 
Mindful of his Mercies paſt, : 
Still I.truſt the ſame to prove, 8 
Still my helpleſs Soul I caſt 1 55 
On his redeeming Love. 


4 From the Bear and Lion? 8 Pays. 
| He hath deliver'd me; | 
He ſhall ſtill maintain my Cauſe, 
And till my Helper be; 


= . 
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Gov in my Defence ſhall ſtand, > 
Jesvs on my Side I have, | 


From the proud Goliath's Hand 
He now my Soul ſhall fave. 


5 With my Sling and Stone I go 

To fight the Philiſtine; | 

Gov hath ſaid, It ſhall be ſo, . 
And I ſhall conquer Sin: 

On the Promiſe I rely,” 
Truſt in an Almighty Loxp, 

Sure to win the Victory, 
For He hath ſpoke the Word. 


6 In the Strength of Gop I riſe, 
| I run to meet my Foe; | a 
Faith the Word of Power applies, 
And lays the Giant low: 
Faith in Jesv's conqu' ring Name, 
Slings the Sin-deſtroying Stone, 
Points the Word's unerring Aim. 
And brings the Monſter down. 


7 See the Promiſe- Word takes Place, 
And ſmites the Giant's Head, 
See, he falls upon his Face, 
He falls, and Sin is dead! 


, 4 12 
54 


From my own Sin I am 


Sav'd from all Iniquit j p 
From every Touch of Blame: 
Thou haſt made me willing, Loxp,. .... » 


_ 


| Now L with Galiar#'s Sword... 
His Head and Body, part. * 14G AR 4 


* 
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9 Sin, my ſtrongeſt Sin is dead, 

Goliath is o erthrown; 

Yes, he now has loſt his Heads 
The Love of Sin is gone: 

Fallen is their boaſted Chief, 
Scatter'd are the Philitrue;, 

Scatter'd by a true Belief 
Are all my meaner Sins. 


10 Riſe, ye Men of [/-ael, riſe, 
Your routed Foe purſue, - 
Shout His Praiſes to the Skies, 
Who conyuers Sin for you : 
jeu s doth for you appear, 
He his conqu'ring Grice affords, 


Saves you, not with Sword and Spear, 


The Battle is the Log'Þ's. 


11 Every Day the Lox p of Hoſts 

His mighty Power diſplays, 

Stills the proud Philiſtinss Boaſt, 
The threat'ning Girtite ſlays: 

TfraePs Gop let all below 
Conqu'ror over Sin im; 

0 that all the Earth might Know 
The Power of Ins v's Name. 


12 Sin hath tyranniz'd too long 
Oi'er IJſael's choſen Race, 

Dar'd defy the feeble Throng, 
And all their Armies chace; 

Armies of the living Gon, 
Baſely they to Sin — 2 5 


Sin can never be 


deſtroy" 
Till David takes the Field. 


13 Love alone can match in Fight, | 
And conquer every Fe | 

| Saul with al 'kis — EN, | 

| Can never Sin &erthrow); . ES 
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Saul may vex (the Law reſtrain). 
Dawid takes the Giant's Head, 


Love will never turn again, 
Till every Sin is dead. 


— 
* — 
_ - 


RoMaANS x. 6, Sc. 


1 F'T I in my Heart have faid, 
Who ſhall aſcend on high, 
Mount to CHRIST my glorious Head, 
To bring Him from the Sky ? ' 
Borne on Contemplation's Wing, 
Surely I ſhould find Him there, 
Where the Angels praiſe their King, 
And gain the Morning: ſtar. 


2 Oft I in my Heart have ſaid, b 
Who to the Deep ſhall ſtoop, * 
Sink with CHR1sT among the Dead, 
From thence to bring Him up? 
Could I but my Heart prepare 
By unfeign'd Humility, 
CnRISH would quickly enter there, 
And ever dwell with me. ä 


3 But the Righteouſneſs of Faith | 
| Hath taught me better W 3 
e Inward turn thine Eyes, (it faith | 
While CyxtsT to me it brings) 


6 CHRIST is ready to impart, © FO | 
« Life to all for Life who gb, EEE 


6. ]nthy Mouth and in thy Heart, 
« 'The Word is ever nig.“ 


4 Jesu, I in Thee believe, 
My Faith in Thee bonfeſß ; 
Gladly do I now receive 
The ers of thy Grape; '' 13. 1 


— 
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Now thy Merits are applied, Had 
I from all my Sins am freed, 
I am clear, ſince Thou haſt died, 


And roſe again for me. 


5 Unto Righteouſneſs I Rill | „5 | 

Believe on 'Thee, my Lon, | ED 

With my Heart believe, and feel T7 
Thee Faithful to thy Word, * 

Unto full Salvation Thee 5 
With my Mouth I ſtill confeſs, BE 

Till the — Heights Ie © 

Olf perfect Holineſs. 


6 Wherefore ſhould I longer doubt ? 
— yu gh j 2 
vation is wrongnt out, 
1 now am ſav'd from Sin. 
Author of eternal Grace 
Unto All who Thee obey, 
1 ſhall ſee Thee Face to Face; 
Ws ns come EO 


oy * 


Rejoicing j jn os Hops. 


Know that my Redeemer lives, 
8 e 
A Token of his Love he m—_ 
A Pledge of N 


2 I find Him lifting up my Head, 
He brings Salvation near, 
His * makes me free indeed, 
And He will ſoon appear. 


wich Confidence I now look up, 
His promis'd Aid implore, 

 Sweetly revives my blaſted, Hope, 
And I can doubt no more. 


: Gag 4 
— ** — 
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4 Far ſpent is the & ian Ni * 

Of Fear, and 122, 150 1 

And o! Tice the Moming Light 33 

That brings aſſur d Relief. 


x The dreadful, dire, oppreſſive Hour $$ 
Of Tyrant- "Sin is paſt, | 
My Soul defies its Rage and Power, 
My Soul on CHRIST is caſt. 


6 The Power of Hell, the Strength of Sin 
My Ixs vs ſhall ſubdue, | 
His he Blood ſhall-waſh me clean, 
And make my Spirit new, 


7 He will perform the Work begun: 
Jesvs, the Sinner's Friend, 
| Jesvs, the Lover of his own, 


Will love me to the End, 


8 RR 6 
romiſe muſt take Place, 


5 Perfect his Strength in Weakneſs made. 


Sufficient is his Grace. 


3 ' Unto Salvation kept I am, 
Thro Faith, by Power divine, 
Ready his Nature, with his Name, 
To be reveal'd i in mine. 


10 He wills that I mould holy be: 
Who can wichſtand his Will? 
The Counſel of his Grace in me 
He ſurely ſhall fulfil. 


11 Confident now of Faiths Increaſe, 


L all its Fruits ſhall Pr „ 
Subſtantial Joy, and Peace, 


And everlaſting Lane... 
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12 Yes, Loo, I put my Truſt in Thee, 
On Thee my Soul I flay; 7 


I know that Thou wilt come to me, 
And I ſhall ſee thy Day. - | 


13 Vith me, I know, thy Spirit dwells, 
Nor ever ſhall depart, | 
Till in me He Himſelf reveals, 1 ® 
And purifies my Heart. | 


14 He tells me He will quicklycome, 
And ſeal me his Abode ; 

He now marks out his future Home, 5 
The Temple of my Gov. | 


T Jesv, I hang upon thy Word, 
I ſtedfaſtly believe : 
Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lo 4b, 
And Ti recerxe. 


16 Joyful i in Hope my Spirit ſoars | | 
To meet Thee from above, _ 
Thy Goodnefs thankfully aJ0res, © © 
And fure fade thy Love i. AY 


17 Thy Love I ſoon expect to find 
In all its Depth and Height, 51 
To comprehend th eternal Mind, HRS 
And graſp the Infinite. | 


13 When Thou doſt in my Heart apjnr, 
And Love erects its Throne, | 

I then enjoy Salvation here, & _ 
And re on n Earth ra 5 


19 When Gov i is mine and he am n his, 
Of Paradiſe poſſaſt 
I taſte unu His, 
And everlaſting Reſt. 5 
455, 2:9 


- 
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20 The Bliſs of thoſe that fully dwell, 
Fully in Thee believe, 


is more than Angel-Tongues can tell, 
Or Angel-Minds conceive. 


21 Thou only know'ſt; who didſt obtain, 
And die to make it known: _ 
The great Salvation now explain, 
And perfect us in One. 


22 May I, may all who humbly wait, 
The glorious Joy receive, 


Joy above all Conception great, 
Worthy of Gop to give. 


23 Lox, I believe, and reſt ſecue 
In Confidence divine, 
Thy Promiſe ſtands for ever ſure, 
And all Thou art is mine. 


Another. f 
E happy Sinners hear 
The Priſoner of the Lox p, 


And wait *till CHRIS H ap 
According to his Word: 


| Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me 
we ſhall from all our Sins be free. 


2 The Lon p our Righteoufneſs 
We have long ſince receiv d, 
Salvation nearer is . 
Than when we firſt beliey'd : 
Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me, 
We ſhall from all our Sins be free.. 
5X KL Let OS, * 
For Sin and Satan plead, 5 
And ſay from Sin's Remains 


They never can be freedy 
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| Rejoice in Hope, rejoice! with me, {1 
We ſhall from all our Sins be free. 


4 1. Ges we pot d; 
If we our Sins confeſs, 
_ Faithful He is, and juſt 
From all Unrighteouſneſss 
To cleanſe us all, — you and me; 
We ſhall from all our Sins be fre. 


Surely im us the Hope 

: of Glory — appear: 
Sinners, ark Heads lift up, 
And ſee Redemption near; 


. I ſay, rejoice with me, 
e ſhall from our Sins be free. 


6 Who Jesv s Sufferings ſhare; 1 
My Fellow-Priſoners now. . 
Le ſoon the Wreath ſhall wear 
On your-wiumphant Brow ; 
| Rejoice i in Hope, rejoice with me, 


We ſhall from all our — be free. 


7 The Word of God is ſure, 
| And-never can remove; | 
We ſhall in Heart be pure, | : 
And perfected in LV? 
Rejoice i in Hope, rejoice with me, | 
We ſhall from all our r Sins be free. 


8 _ * bring 
— Praiſe, 
Law us give Thanks and ſing, 
And glory in bis Grace; 
| Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me, 
We mall from all our Sins be free. 


0 
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Ge Saks GLEN 
ROMANS vi. - of 
WAY vain Thoughts, that OY 
'A Nor further can proceed 
How ſhall I longer live in Sin, f 
Who unto Sin am dead? 


2 Baptiz'd into my Saviour's am 
Jof his Death partake, 0 
Buried with Js us CuntrI im, 
And I with Him awake. © | 


3 He burſt the Barriers ee Towk, 
Roſe, and regain'd the Skies: 
And lo! from Nature's Grave I _ 
And lo! with Cars 1 riſe. 


4 A new, a living Life I live al 
And faſhion'd to his Death, | | 
His Reſurrection's Power receive, M 


And by his Spirit breathe. 


5 Now the old Adam is, I know, | 
With Jes vs crucified, . 
Sin vanquiſh'd by its pave Foe, 
Eill'd my dear Logp———and died. 


6 His Body was deſtroy d, when aid 
With J=svs to the Tree; 
My dying Surety then w__ d. 
And I was then ſet free | 


7 Dead with my gracious * and Gov, 4 
Witch Him by Faith I live, 

The Power He purchas'd with hs Bload | 
I over Sin receive. 1 


9 
[4 


$ Sin ſhall not have Dominion now, | 
Or in my Body reign; 
Beneath its Yoke I ſcorn: to bow, 
And all its Force diſdain. 


9 Under the Law no more enſlav'd, 
No more I groan and grieve, 
By Grace I am redeem' d and ſav'd,, 
And under Grace I live. 


10 I live to Gov, who from the Dead 
Hath me to Life reftor'd, 
That I from Sin's Oppreſſion freed, 
Might only ſerve my Lonpd. 


31 Jesus I ſerve, to Hith alone ET 7 
My thankful Homage pay, 
My * Maſter, Sr dier Towns 
And Him will I obey. 4 


12 To Him m ; Bod I preſent, | 
Which will not refuſe 3 
The — baſeſt Inftrument 
His Glory deigns to uſe... 


13 Servant of Sin too long I was, 
But CHRIST hath ſet me free; 
Glory to his victorious Grace 
Which freely ranſom'd me. 


14 For ever be his Name ador d, 
For what I have receiv'd ; 
I have embrac'd the Goſpel-Word, 
And with my Heart believ'd;. 


15 Faith freed me from the Iron Yoke, 
The Strength of Sin ſabdu'd, 


From off my Soul the Fetters broke, 5 


— INS 45 
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15 Jtsvs can to the utmoſt we, 7 Þ 
| On Jesvs I depend;; 
My Fruit to Holineſs I have, 
And all in Heaven ſhall end. 


L _ a #7 1 4 
1 * 6 8 8 i "Ts _ # 4 
* 


. ” FF 
yg Wert » 


The Fourth Chapter of. b. A 141. 


15 SU, full the Goſpel · Word, - 
In us, A be uteous Branch, ph 
Ariſe, Thou Planting of . EY 


Be glotious in thy People's * i A 


2 O Root divine, 
Spring up, a * * en Gr dee, 
2 The Graces of e 
The goodly Fruits of Righrevalvels, 


3 Sea d from the World of Pride and Lad, 1 
If now we in thy Si ht remain, 

O make us holy, goo and juſt, b 
O let us not elieve in vain.” 


225 28 991 


4 


4 Our Names among che Livi ai 
Whoſe Hearts are fix d on Things above, 
Worthy who walk with Thee in white, 
| Unblameable in ſpotleſs Love. 5 


5 Out of our inmoſt Souls expel 
D The Filth and Stain of inbred Sin. 
(In us it ſhall not always dwell,.. -.. 


For Thou haſt faid, Ye ſhall be den; 15 


6 O that the Grace were now. applied! 
Bring in, dear Loxp, a . 
Open the Fountain of, thy Side, 4 
And urge out all our tainted Megs, 


z 


» — 


* 
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+ Adam deſcended from above... 
2 The Virtue of thy Blood impart, <- - 
And cleanſe from every Creature-Love, 
And make, O make us pure in Heart. 


8 The judging, burning Spirit inſpire, 
O let Him to his Temple come, 
And ſit as a Reſiner's Fire, 
And all our Sins condemn, conſume. 


9 Sin ſhall not in our Fleſh remain, — 
The ſanctifying Word is ſure, 

We ſhall be purg'd from every Stain, 

And pure as Gov Himſelf is pure. 


10 Then only can we fall no more, ww 
Freed from the Stumbling-block within; 
Come, Thou divine almighty Power, 
And ſave us from indwelling Sin. 


11 Keep us thro? Faith to that thy Day, 
And mark us out for thy Abode, 
Thy Glory over us 4 Con 45 
And guard the future Houſe of Goos. 
12 Till Thou from all our Sins ſhalt cleanſe 
And perfectly renew our Heart, 8 
Thy Glory be our ſure Defence, 
Nor ever from our Souls depart. * * 


13 On every Dwelling-place of Thine, S 
Create a Cloyd, and Smoke by Day, 
And let the fiery Pillar nine, 
By Night, and on th Aſſembly ſtay. 


14 Thro' the long Night of Doubts and Fenk 9 
The Day of fierce 'Temptation guide, 


And let us, till thy Face appears, Nö 
O let us in thy — dice * 7+ G3 


j W 
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15 Secure beneath thy Shadow) ſit, - - -- WY 


In Thee a Tabernacle find, : #* nid Ty * 


Kefuge from the Rain and Heat, 


A Covert from the Storm and Wind. 


16 Lead us, fill all our Toil is paſtt, 
Till all thy Faithfulneſs we prove, 
And gain the promis'd Land at laſt, 8 


The Canaan of thy perfect Love. 


4 47 
1 


1. 
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1 T FAPPY Soul, who ſees the Day, 


The glad 
Thee, my Lon p, (Thou then wilt ſay) 
Thee will L for ever praiſe. | 


g Tho? thy Wrath againſt me burn'd, 
Thou doſt comfort me again, 
All thy Wrath aſide is turn d, 
Thou haſt blotted out my Sin. 


3 Me behold! thy Mercy ſpares, 
Jesus oy Sr is Wet 119 
Hence my Doubts, away my Fears, 
_ Jesvs is become my Peace. 


4 Jan, Jenovan, is my Lok p, 
Ever merciful and juſt, 
I will lean upon his Word, 
I will on his Promiſe truſt. 


3 Strong I am, for He is ſtrong, 
Juit in Righteouſneſs divine, 
He is my triumphal Song, 
All he has and is, is mine, 


The Twelfth Chapter of TsAtan. 


Day of Goſpel- Grace! 
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6 Mine; and yours, whoeer believe: 


Freely ſhall his Grace receive; ; 
He is full of Grace fot All. 


7 Therefore ſhall ye draw with Joy 
Water from Salvation's Well, 


Praiſe ſhall your glad Tongues oy, 
While his Ran Grace : 2 


8 Each to each, ye then ſhall ſay, 
Sinners, call upon his Name, 


O rejoice to ſee his CE 
| See it, and his + Toy 


9 Glory to his Nan Pebong 


Great, and marve 


Sing unto the Loxp we 

ry, to every N 

10 Wondrous Things the Loa rh. * | 
Excellent his Name we find, 


This to all Mankind is known: 
Be it known to all Mankind. 15 


11 Son, ſhout thy Log and Kings. 
T/-ae's Holy One is Hel 
and — ; 


and high 


Give Him- Thanks, rejoice, 
Great He is, and divells 3 in Thee. 


32 O the Graee unſramcbable!.; 17 
While 1 ll. 
Gon deli alen to del. 
- each * Soul. 
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IsAIAH xxvi. 13, 14. 94 


1 Lonxp, my Gon, with Shame I own n 
That other Lords have fway'd, 
Have in my Heart ſet up their Throne, 
And Abject I obey'd. 


2 Thine Enemies uſurp'd the Plive; rn 7 rhe 
And robb'd Thee 4a. thy: Bae. 
A Slave to every Vice I was, e 


And only Evil knen. 


3 With Sin I joyfully 881 
I yielded unconſtrain'd, | 1 4 
Paſſion, and A and Pride, - 
And Self, J Nature reign'd. + 


4 But ended is the ſhameful Hour, 
Th' Uſurpers 1s paſt, 
Blaſted their Stren o 'erturn'd their Power 
And I am avid at laſt. 


5 Thy Love, by which redeem'd I am, 
For ever be ador d, 
I now Hall live to bleſs thy Name, 
And call my Jxsus, Loop. 


6 Thoſe other Lords no more n 22 
No more their Slave am I, 1 1 
J tread them down with Strength Divine ** 
J all my Sins def. 


7 Freed am I now, for ever freed 
From their deſtructive Power, 
Nail'd to the Crols.they all are dend. 
And ſhall revive * u oe 
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3 The glorious Preſence of my Go v, | 
Hatk all che Tyrants flain, 


Their Name, duals Memory is deftroy'd, 
Vhen I am _ _ | 


i. 


— — 


1 4 Reis overy fun Sele. 


HY Will be done, thy Name be biet 
Jam not, gracious Lon D, mine own; 

Whate er thy Wiſdom ſends, is beſt; 

Thy Name be kau * Will be done. 


2 Earneſt of Benefits ebünd, 
| Of all thy — RAGS N 
Pledge of a e and healthful Mind, - 14) 
My Life I at thy Hands receive. | 


3 Snatch'd from the Death of Sin, wy Sod: 
Shall never ſee Corruption's Grave, , ; = 
Surely. thy Love ſhall: malte me Whole, 
Thy Lowe can to the utmoſt ſave. 


4 Thy Love hathi caſt out ſervile Fear, 
No longer can 1 9% 5 95 
To the black 2 


I never, never 


5 Sin hall not have: Dominion mow, - 
Or in my mortal Body reign,” 

Jesus, my Loa, my Saviour, Thou, - 

Thou haſt the Inwieſs Tyrant lain. 


6 Still, o my. Gov; thy Power diſplay, | 

Thy Kingdom . oe ner | 

Thoſe othe, Lende 18 

| And date them to riſe no more- 
2 


$4. 4 T1 18 


Tj 
2 
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7 n han Acceptance found : 

With Thee, or Favour in thy Sight. 
With thine Omnipotence ſurround, 

And arm me with thy Spirit's Might. 


$ O may I hear his warning Vane ˙ 
And timely fly from Danger near, 
With Reverence unto Thee rejoice, _. 
And love Thee with. All Fer. N 


9 Still hold my Feet in ſecond Life, 
And ſuffer not my Feet to ſlide, 
Support me in the glorious Strife, 
And comfort me on every Side. 


10 O give me Faith, Faiths 5 Increaſe,.. 5 
iniſh the Work bez un in n 
Preſerve my Soul in perfect Peace, 


That ſtays, awd dc, and hangs on Thee: 
11 O let thy gracious Spirit guide 
And bring me to the promis'd Land, 
Wh Righteouſneſs and Peace reſide, 
And All ſubmit to Lov: Command. 


12 A Land, where 3 Milk 5 Honey flow, 


And S Delights 3 
* hts ee by I hall ets know | 
ſhall regain wy Paradiſe 125 


* n 1 


13 I fee it now from Piſabs T +: 


Pleaſant, and beautiful, 
In all the Confidence of Hope 


7am cn ck of Bel. 


14 Of Righteouſneſs Divine poſſeſt, 1 
| O let me graſp the Prize ſo-nigh, vw 22 WI 

Enter into the promis d Reſt, | J 
Enjoy thy we _— wn die 


Hymns for Children. 


er Jeevs meek rune {ga Ke 
a little Chil... we 

Pity my Simplici 1 

Suffer me to come to Thee. | 


2 Fain I would to Thee be 333 Im K 
Deareſt Gov, forbid it not, 4 0 
Give me, deareſt Goo, a Place 
In the Kingdom of ay Grace. 18 


; Put thy Hands upon m my Heads 1 nA : 
Let me in thine Arms be ſtay * parent] 
Let me lean upon thy Breaſt, xX +2 D 
Lull me, lull me, Logo, to. Ref. 


4 Hold me faſt in thine Embrace, "A LAT oe 
Let me ſee thy ſmiling Face... _ 165.3} aig, | 9 
Give me, 'Lozp, thy Bleſſing give, 
Pray for me, and I ſhall live. 


; I ſhall live the ſimple £16 a064&T 
Free from Sin's 1 . — tv IE | 
Sweetly ignorant of W at 6 | 
Innocent, and happy an. c 'Y 


6 O that I may never "DE $64 «186 3-41 
What the wicked People; das e 
Sin is contrary to Thee, e 5 6a 2] 
Sin is the for idden Tree. 3 „ 


7 Keep me from tlie great Offence, 
" Gund my helple6 Innacence; 
Hide me, from all Evil hide, 
Self, 1 858 Stubbornnels,. and Pride. 


85 


102 "HYMNS AND + 


8 Lamb of Goy, I look to Thee, 
Thou ſhalt my Example be; | 
Thou art gentle, meek and mild, 
Thou waft once a little Child: | 


9 Fain I would n hon are, / 
Give me thy 3 4; 2 
Thou art pitiful and kind, 
Let me have thy loving Mind. 


10 Meck and lowy may I be, 
Thou art all Humility; . 
Let me to my Betters bow, 


* — 5 
: + 


SubjeRt to thy Parems Tho. 122 


11 Let me above all m 


Gop my heavenly Father's wit, 
Never his good Spirit grieve, 
Only to his Glory bve. 


12 Thou didſt live o Go alone, w 


Thou didſt never ſeek Thine o wu; | 


Thou Thyſelf didſt never leaſe, 
Gop was all thy Ber : 


13 Loving Jon v, gende amb, 


In thy gracious Hands. I am, . 


Make me, Saviour, what Thou art, 
Live Thyſelf within my Heart. 


14 I ſhall then ſhew forth thy Praiſe, 
Serve Thee all my happy Days; 
Then the World 4 ſhall always ſee 
Carzsr, the holy Child, in me. 


wi 


; 4 * I \{ 5 7 * 3 4 * 
f 5 7 g * FG gw 4 p 
* - \ 4 4 „5 14 #22 $39 25 = * 


5 . Fm 
8 44 4 ; 
A 7 t. 2 Ty 1 


AMB of Gon, 1 fin uod be 
Gentle, tractahle, and milk * 8 
Loving as a erg 6 | 

| Derr 2 175 1 $i 'F 

2 Simple, jenamatef Wy. tos aff oats] 

Quided by another's Will, 

Truſting Him err heavenly Food;.. 
, Caſting all my Care on Gov. ; . 
4X 7 TETY es. 13 

3 Let me in thy Faetſteps tread, 3 

Be to all the Creatures Lind | | 
Dead to Pleaſure, Wealth; A | : 
Poor, and humble all = Days. | 2 


w 4 T 85 * 4 <> v 
812 Bun RN — 


* 


4 prepoſſeſs my 2 Mink N 
Let me caſt the World behind, 1 Ae 
All its Pomps and Pleaſures vain oat 46 
Help me, Saviour, to diſdain. - | 
„nn 1 9 e > 
1 Thou my better Portion art, 3 7 :; 
Earth ſhall never ſhare my Heart. 
I on all its Good look dawn, rA. 40 241 
n de vengrn 1 1 7 . | 
By ids inch 2 SIN NBA 4.3 
61 bn 6 bens, 2: % Hef T - - 
Tom I ive Thee all my Love, 75 h7 5 - al 
— 9 n een 1 9 
Jesvs and | „ | 


7 Let the Pattherds of the Barth Ty , 

* their Virtue, Beauty, Birthz _ 

A poop Worm am, | 7177 NY 7 | 
Ranſom'd by the dds Lamb. . | 


8 Jasv, this be all ay Bod. iy = 
u haſt ſav d a Sinner loſt, I 


1% HYMNS. ANB. 
Thou haſt ſpilt thy noble Blood 
Me to make a Child of Gop. 


9 What a glorious Title this, | 4 
(Title to eternal Bliſs) a "LY 
Thou for me'thy Life haſt given 
Me to make an Heir of Heaven. n 


ro O enlar my ſeanty Thou „ 
To — what Thou x wronglit,, - | 


Raiſe my groveling Spirit 

To my heavenly "Eating « Hops. 
11. Greaten-my contracted Mind, 

Saviour Thou of all Mankind; 


What in Man, thy Grace could more 
O the Riches of thy Love! IF 


12 Let thy Love poſſeſs me whole, 
Let it take up all my Soul; 
True Magnificence impart, 4 45. 
Purify, and fill my Heart. * Y 


13 I deſpiſe all earthly Things, 
Offspring of the King of 
Gop 1 for my Father 1 
Jes us is my Brother's Num. 


s 2 


f TR ons + 

14 Heaven is mine Inheritance, | 
I ſhall ſoon remove from hence, +: - 
As the Stars in Glory ſhine, 4 
CuarisT, and is eg Oy . 


HI. ; 1 ! 
: g 7 s 

* 22 «„ „ =” = ** 42 * * 
: _— 4 
* 


„OA, let us join ihe Hoſts abovey 

Now in-our earlieſt Days, ö ah 

Remember our Creator's Love, a 
And * Fattier'sPraife AL 0 Ay 4 


: 7 
"= he 
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2 His Majeſty will not deſpiſe 
The Day of feeble Things 
Grateful the Songs of — 
And pleaſe the I King of Kings. 


3 We all his kind Protection ſhare, _ 
Within his Arms we reſt; 1 
The Sucklings are his tendereſt Gare, . 


While hanging on the Breaſt. 


We praiſe Him a ſtammeri - ongue, 
file under as Defence, ing T NES 
He ſmiles to hear the artleſs * 3 
Of childiſh Innocence. „ 


— thn e 
And honourd for his Grace 
Out of the Mouths of Babes like us 
His Wiſdom perfects Praiſe. 


6 Glory: to God, and: Praiſe, and Power, - r 
Honour, and Thanks, be given 8 

Children and Cherubim adure 

The Lon p of e vn. 


” — 
. 
» 5 1 . 
U * - 
> - g 1 4 3 : - * 
4 * * . 
- 4 . 
* * 7% fF + Y * a * 
. ad < Oo * * . ba 
3 * PR no 0 \ > — * 


Happy State of Tofancy „eli 2b N 4. 
ne e of Fe e 
We live from Sin of Sorrow free - " 
In theſe Fs 22 > A an 
2 JEs us, the "A cur Shepherd is, 
And did our Souls redeem, 
Our preſent and eternal Bliſs | | 
Are both ſecur eie „ 


3 His Mercy every Sinner claims, . * £4 | 2 A 
For all his | | 


He geny eas 
The Kos yileads,. „ 
He in — 
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4 Loving He is to all his Sons 7 gdb 
Who hearken to his Call; n 
But us, his weak, his little Ones, Eng 
He loves us beſt of all. 3 


5 If unto us our Friends are good, TI nh 5 
Twas He their Hearts inclin d; ntfs GAN 
He bids our Fathers give us Food, „ 
And makes our Mithets kind · 


6 Then let us thank Him for his Graces 

He will not diſapprove - +++ Sf 

Our meaneſt Sacrifice of 7 | 
Our chuldiſh, hog bas 


, * 


» . 
# 


j 


LT. Thanks and Praiſe to Gop belon 
Our Father and our Friend ; 
Let us with Life begin the Song 
Which never more ſhall end. 


2 All Power and Majeſty are His, 
He ever reigns alone; 
Our Souls He did in Mercy ſeize,. » 1; 268 _ 
And nee 3 


* 


3 Unſpotted from the World and gh, 
In Innocence we live, F< 4.14567 -$ 
Before the Poiſon works within. - -..: 71 
To Gop our r Hearts J 


4 Not to the vain Deſires of Men | 
We live, but to our Gon, © 10x 
Who died for us, and roſe again. ie * 
Wan 7 eie een Ba 


4-* 


SACRED POEMS. 1% 
To Him our earlieſt Fruits we bring, IAI 
t The Sacrifice of Praiſqm 
All our Diverſion is to ſing 5 


6 To Him we innocently live, 
Delight his Will to do; lh 
A Pattern to you Men we give. 
A Child may teach ern B wt, 


- 7 Children yem muſt be all a 
e 


Make like us to 
Return ye wiſe, ye ſinful Win 
To harmleſs Infancy. 120 


8 Poor Men, acknowledge your Offence, 
And bluſhto hear our Song, 
And ſigh to ſee the Innocence | 
. = out-liv'd ſo long. 


4+ 4 S 4 » 


OME, let us our ok Gov proclaim, 
6 By Earth and Heaven ador'd; | 


Chlldren are bid to 10 penile his Name, 

And magnify the Lond. e 
2 Let us with all his aims agree, 
With all his Hoſts above, 


Part of his Family are we, 


His Family of:his Love. 
3 Worthleſs are our beſt en 


Our Songs are void of * 
Yet Gop accepts the ſmalleſt ming 
 Giv'n with a willing Heart... 


4 Us for the Sake of CarrsT He loves,” 
Who did dur Souls redeer, 
And all our childiſh hes approves 
When offer d up thro! 


< Hymns AND 
5 He makes us his 


„ 


peculiar Cars, 5 1 53 . 
While by his Spirit led; 
We all his genuine CONE Is 5 M 
And on fis Bounty 53 33 412003 | 


6 Tho' Men deſpiſe our POR . 
Angels attend our Ways, ; 
They wait on us, yet always ſee 
Our heavenly Father's Face. 


- Surrounded by a flaming Hoff, : 
The bright cherubic Powers; 
Not all the Kings of Earth can boat 
Of ſuch a Guard as Ours. 


—— OE ions © th 


8 And while 165 gelic 2 ſings, - id 
T* extol the NY King pr; Kings, it 
The Majeſty Divine! 


5 


O Jesus, we adore; 
Our kind and loving Saviour be 
Both now and evermore. 5 


2 O take us up into thine. Arms; W PL 

And we are truly bleſt; 45 

| Thy new-born Babes ate fate i from Hun 
ö . When lying on thy Break, 


3 There let us evet, ever fledp; 
Strangers to Guilt and Care, 

Free from the World of Evil ke! keep | 
Our tender N . 


9 


5 
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4 nn ns grow to Vary, Grate | 
But — th "ow Be x Enbexce, | 15 


8 


But never Evil K 


5 Strong let us in 8 Grace abjd 
But ignorant of Hl; 
In Malice, Subtlety, and ride | 
Let us be Chidren'fhlk. .. 3) 


6 Lover of little Children, Thee, 
O jesus, we-adore:- 
Our kind and loving Saviour be 
Both now and evermore. 


— 


2 * fs an, Aae os Yo. 
Luke xvii. 


1 ESU, Thou haſt bid us pray, 
Pray always, and not faint, 
With the Word a Power convey 
To utter our Complaint. - 
Quiet Thou ſhalt never know, 
Till we from Sin are fully freed: 
O avenge us of our Fe, 
And bruiſe the Serpent's Head, 


2 We have now begun to 
And we will never 35 
Till we find Salvation nigh, _ 
And graſp the Sinner's Salad: 
Day and Night we'll ſpeak our Woe, 
With Thee importunately * | 
O ws, us, Sc, 


6 — N 
* = 
* 
« . 
„ — - 
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* 


20 HYMNS AND 5 
3 speak the Word, and we ſhall be / x2 
"Figm all our Bands relead ;: 
Only Thou eanſt ſet us free, its. _—_ 
By Satan lon g oppreſt; en 
Now thy Power Almighty ſhew, 45 
Ariſe the Woman's conquering Seed: e 
| O avenge 8, bee, 55 TX 


To  defroy his Work of Sin 
hyſelf in us reveal, : 
anifeſt Thyſelf Wirtin * 
1 Fleſh, go fully dwell 
With us, in us here below ; 
Enter, and make us free indeed: 
O avenge us, Oc. | 


as 


5 Stronger than the ſtrong Man Thou 
His Fury-canſt controul; 
Caſt him out by ent ring now, 
And keep our ranſom'd Soul; 
Satan's Kingdom overthrow, 
On all the Powers of Darkneſs tread: 
O avenge us, Se. - 


6 Shall he ſtill the Souls ata | 
| For whom' thy Life was given? an 
Haſt 'Thon not dekeld him fal! 
ö A4 s Lightning out of Heaven? 
Hitherto ailow'd to 
He now no farther proceed: 
O avenge us, c. "TY 


To the never-ceafing Cie: + 
7 Of thine Elect attend, | 
Send Deliverance from the Skies, 
Thy mighty Spirit ſend; 75 
Tho 7; ee 'Thou ſcemeſt flow; nah © 
Our Cries Thou ſeemeſt not to heed: - ./ 
O avenge us, c. 


4 9 C ö * % — E * P a * . \ "> * * 
* 6 7 _ ' 4 2 
* : ; 5 
"4 
% — . . 


SAGRED: POEMS. 202 


E Come, O come all | Bonne — 
| No lon 
With thy Spies 's — Sword. 


Ihe crooked Serpent lay; 
Bare thine Arm, and give the Blow, 


Root out, and kill ths helliſh Seed; 27 
O avenge: us, | 


o High ab at Gon's N — 
i Thou doſt in 885 1 Ag : 
Till whoe'er thy. Sway withſtand, | 
- Indignantly ſubmit; . 
Ves, they all "hall be ; UE low, 
They all ſhall be hy i 


O w_ us, 


10 Jesv, bear thy Spc Call, 1 
| 1 Thy Bride who. bids Thee come: 3 
Come Thou en Judge of All, 
Pronounce the Tempter's Doom; 3 | 
Doom him to infernal Woe, = 
For him, and for bis Angels mae: — 
Now avenge us of our Foe, . | 


"a ever bruiſe his Head. 


* — — ——— * 3 
» Come Lozp Jasvs! 


HEN, las 1 
That 1 ſhall find my All in Thee: 


n 


The Fulneſs of thy Promiſe prove, FAT | 
The Seal of thine eternal Love! —— 4 


2 A poor, blind Chitd 1 wander — 

If haply I may feel Thee near; 
O dark, dark, dark (L ſtill muſt ſay) _ 
Amidſt the Blaze of Goſpel- day. 


8 
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3 Thee, only Thee I fain would fn, Fe 
I caſt the World and Fleſh behind, 
Thou, only Thou to me be given 


Of all Thou haſt in Earth or 3 


1 All earthly Comforts I diſdain, 
They ſhall not rob me of my Pain, 
Or make me ſenſeleſs of my Load, 
Or leſs diſconſolate for Go * 


5 Rather let all the Creatures tate | 
Their miſerable Comforts back, 
With every vain Relief depart, | 
And leave me to my broken Heart. 


& Leave me, my Friends, the Mourner leave,, 
For Gop, and not for you I 9 
My Weakneſs, O ye Strong, deſpiſe, 
My eln Ignorance, ye iſe, 


7 Let all my Father's Children be 
Still — ſill diſpleas'd with me, - 


Diſclaim, diſhonour, and difown'; '_ 
I would þe poor, rene alone. 83 


8 A Child, a Fool, a Thing of Nought, 
Abhor' d, neglected, and forgot, c 
Contemn'd, abandon'd; and Gftreſt, 
Till 1 from mortal Man have ceas'd, 


9 When from tha Arm of Fleſh: ſenſe, 
Jesv, my Soul ſhall fly to Thee: | 
Jesu, when J have loſt my All, 1 
My Soul ſhall on thy Boſom fall, 


10 When Man forſakes, Thou Wilks leave, 
Ready the Outeaſts to receive 2 
Tho' all my Simpleneſs I on, eget 
And all my "Faults to > Thee are known 


SACRED'POEMS. 203 
11 Ah! wherefore did ever doubt? ie 
Thou wilt in no-wiſe caſt me out, 


An helpleſs Soul that comes to! nee = 
With only Sin and Miſery, py be 


12 Lord, I am ſick; my Sickneſs cure: be aa 
I want; d Thou enrich che oo 
Under thy mighty Hand 1 op, AE 
O lift the abjeQ Sinner up! | 


by Lorp, I ant blind; be Thou! my Sight: 
Lon, I am weak; be Thou my . f 
An Helper of the Helplefs be, 
And let me find my All in Thee. 


The Same." | 1 \ 
| ag * 4 8 


JESU, is haſt Thot! befton/a” | 
On ſuch a Worm ac mee 
hat Compaſſion haſt Thou ſhe'd 
To draw me after Thee? = 
Perfe& then the Wotk begun, e 1 
All thy Govdneſs let mie prove,” Re K 
All thy Will in me be done, SEE 
Till all 0 Soul is n : 


* A 1 
2 Not * my own Rehtevalhek, | 
Or Works that Lhave 2 2 
Am I fav'd; but by thy Grace 
Surpaſſing human 1 woaghr. 
Nothing have I, Nothing am, 
Nothing I deſerve but Hell. Ts Yo 
| Yet I glory in thy Name, * 
Yet I thiy Mercy feel. nm 


3 Thou a Spark of kaltow'd Fire 
To me, ev'n me haſt gwen; | | 
Glows for Thee my bels 9 | 
My Life, my * Heaven: 


3 
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Dreams of Happineſs below] My" Ents 5 7 
Never more will I purſue, | AE 

| Ja8vs only wilt F know, . 
Whoſe Love is ever new. oO 


4 Thou thine Hand on me bat 7 
And calm'd my ſtormy Will, 
Nature's rapid Tide gay 'd, . 
And bid my Heart be ftill: 
Stabliſn Thou my Heart in Peace, 
Meek and lowly may I be, 
Fill with all thy Genfleneb 
The Soul that hangs on Thee.. 


s Oft Thou viſiteſt my Breaſt, 
But O! how ſhort thy Stay 2. 
As the Memory of a Gueſt, 11 
That tarrieth but a Day: „ . 
Come, and all thy Foes wa 
Fix in me thy conſtant Home, 
With thy Father in me dwell, 
Lonxp Jxsus, quickly come! 


7 
| 
4 
8 
| 
| 


2 for Gar 3 Prophet, 


ROPHET, ſent from Gop above 
To teach his pert Wi, -.:. 

, Lo! I wait to learn thy Love, 

I tremble, and am Kill: | 

To thy Guidance I ſubmit, 

All my Soul to Fhee I der, 
See me ſitting at thy Feet: 

Speak, Lokn, I hear Thee now. | 


2 From the idle Babler Man | „ 

Behold f tum u- j.. n“ 

Trample on the faireſt Plan e a 
"That human Wien lay: 5 11. 5 . 
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Fooliſh am ſtill, and blind, drt IO 3 8 FAS 
Till the Truth itſelf impart, es | 

Chaſe the Darkneſs from y Mind, . | | 
And ſhine within my Heart, '' | 


3 What avails the Creature's trie. 15 11 l a 
When Thou, and only.Thoy, | +, 
Haſt the Words of endleſs Life? 
(O could I hear them now!) 57 
Mighty Thou in Word rd and; Pee. r ini 
Thou my only Teacher be. 
Thou, by thine Anointin AH - yi> mip mn! 
A Soul that ſeeks to 0% 1 bie 


4 I from outward Things baut. e : 
No Help in them is found 
At thy Mouth I ſeek the Law, 1 Tech 78 
[ liſten for the Sound „ 
Which ſhall all my Griefs cont 
| Empty me at once, and fill, ow 
Calm the Tempeſt in my Soul, ä er £ 4 i 
And bid the Sea be ſh, 


z Ah! my Loxp, if Thou art near, X: en ol 
And knockeft at the Door, | | 
Let me now my Prophet hear, * 
And keep Thee out no more: 
Be reveal'd, Thou heaven Gueſt. Wer 
To er the Van of im, * „„ 
Take Poſſeſſion of my Breaſt, n 
Come in, my Lonh; cn 3 


"4 


The bY TY : ; 4 
0 ST, my hidden Life, wre 9 5 
Soul of my inmoſt Soul, 
Light of Life, the Mourner chear, | | 
And make the Sinner Whole. „ S 


Now in me Thyſelf diſpla y- 
Surely Theu in all Thingz arty Ge BAAN: + 
I from all Things turn aw ꝓg 7& - 
To ſeek Thee i in my Heart. 
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2 "AR Leut 8 y inward . i 0 
And bid my cart rejoice, . r 
Bid my quiet Spirit hear e tic) 
Thy comfortable Voice, n 
Never in the Whirlwind found, 5 
Or where Earthq uakes rock the Place: wo 
Still, and ſilent is the Sound, 0 
The Whiſper of thy Grace. 


3 From the World of Sin and Noiſe, | N 

Kit Hawes, 2 | 

For the ſmal {and inward Voice 
I wait with humble Awe: 

Silent am I now,. and fill, i 
Dare not in thy Preſence move; 

To my waiting Soul reveal 

| The Secret of thy Love. 


4 Thou haſt undertook for me, 
For me to Death waſt fold; . 
Wiſdom in a Myſt 
Of bleeding . unfvld ; 5 
Teach the Leſſon of thy Croſs, >, N 
Let me die with Thee to reigm, | \ 
All Things let me count but Leſs | 
Sol may Thee regain. 


5 Shew me, as my Soul can bear, | 
The Depth of inbred Sin, 
All the Unbelief declare, 
The Pride that lurks within: | 
Take me, whom Thyſelf haſt boughit,, 


Mo er hgh api ping Trout 
would not Hoop to The 


6 Loxp, my Time! is in thy Hand, 
My Soul to Thee convert, 

Thou canſt make me underſtand, 
'Tho' I am flow of Heart, 


4 


os 
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Thine, in what I tive and move, : | 
Thine the Work, the Praiſe ik Thine,” 2 
Thou art Wiſdom, Power, and Lore, I 


And all Thou art is mine. AT: 


I 1 WILL ES what my Leno, = 
Shall ſay concerning me: On 
Haſt Thou not a gracious Word 
For one that waits on Thee? 7 
Speak it to my Soul, that _ 
May in Thee have Peace e | 
Never from my Saviour ffy, x Vie PLOT 
And never grieve" Thee more.” _ 


2 How have I thy Spirit . 3 
Since firſt with me hy 
Obſtinately diſbeliev d, | 25 WD 
And trampled on thy DHC vx by : 
I have ſinn? d againſt ts Liokt, SR. 
I naye broke from thy Embrace, 
No, I would not, wen | 
Be freely ſav'd by Grace. © 


3 After all that I have done „ 

To drive Thee from my Heart. 

Still Thou wilt not leave Thine o., . 
Thou wilt not yet depart, we 
Wilt not give the Sinner oer: 1 
Ready art Thou now to gare, 1 
Bid'ſt — come, as heretofore, > 
That I thy Life may 8 


7 


* - © ©» 


4 O Thou meek ad gene La Lamb, > Es 
| Fury is not in „ 
Thou continueſt the fame, 1 1 N 
And ſtill thy Grace is lee, e 


* 


208, BYM NS AND 


Still thine Arms are open wide Art M aht [2 
Wretched Sinners to receive, ( „nn ; 

Thou haſt once for Sinners died, . 
That All may turn, and lire. 


5 Lo! I take Thee at thy Word, 
My Fooliſhneſs I mourn, }_. 
Unto Thee, my bleeding Logo, : 
However late J turn: 
Yes; I yield, Iield at at,, 
Liſten to thy ſpeaking Blood, rx 
Me with all my Sins I caſt 


On my — ob, 


4. Wil is pare 1 8 435 2.7 Vas 
1 And Rl wy He op W boil 
From Hell and 35 25 ſecure: 
What of Sin in me remains, 

I believe Fhou wilt remove, 
Throu pm e waſh out all my Stains, 
perfect me in Love, Ye 15 
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Daniel in the Den of Lions. 


- OD of Daniel, hear my Prayers 

And let thy Power be ſeen, _ 

Stop the Lion's Mouth, 2 nd bear l 

Me ſafe out of his Den: e 

Save me in this dreadful our; 1 

Farth, and Hell, and Nature join. 
All ſtand ready to devour | 
This helpleſs Soul of mine. 


2 No Way to eſcape I ſee 1 | K N 
+2 "This ure SPI Pate, LON: gt. 
Vain are all my Hopes to TR" 
Out of the Lion's Teeth; 
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In the Mire of Sin Ilie, . 
In the Dungeon of Deſpair, 

Hear my lamentable Cry, 2 . 
O Gop of Daniel, hear. 


3 Thee I ſerve, my Lox p, my Gov, Wh 

In me thy Power diſplay, 

Save me, fave me, and defraud 
The Lien of his Prey; 

Angel of the Covenant, 
Tees mighty to . 

Let Him to my Help be ſent; 
In Jesvs I believe. 


4 Save me for thine own great Name, 
That all the World may r 
Daniel's God is ſtill the ſame, 
And reigns ſupreme below: - 1 
Him let all Mankind adore, | 
Spread his glorious Name abroad, | 
Tremble All, and bow before 
The Great, the Living Gop. 


5; Abſolute, unchangeable 

O'er all his Works He reigns, 

His Dominion cannot fail, 

But undiſturb'd remains: 

His Dominion ſtandeth faſt, 
Is, when Time no more ſhall be, 

Still ſhall his Do:ainion laſt 
Through all 5 


6 He delivers by his Love, 
| He reſcues Souls from Death, 
Signs He works in Heaven above, 
And Signs in Earth beneath; 
Daniel ke doth every Hour 
© From the Lion's Paw retrieve, 
I am ſav'd from Satans Power, TO 
And lo! by Grace ! live. F : .. 
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7 " 72 by A 
FORT TINT , een 
The Three Children in the fiery Furnace. 


OD of [/ae!'s faithful Three, 
Who brav'd a Tyrant's tre, 
"I ſcorn'd to bow their Knee, 
And walk'd unhurt in Fire; 
Breathe their Faith into my Breaſt, 
Arm me in this fiery Hour, 
Stand, O Son of Man, confeſt 
In all thy ſaying Power. 


2 Lo! on Dangers, Deaths, and Snares 
I eve Moment tread, 19 2 16 4 
Hell without a Veil appears, 
And flames around my Head; 
Sin increaſes more and more, 
© Sinn all its Strength returns, 
Seven Times hotter before 
The fiery Furnace burns. 


3 But while Thou, my Lox p, art nigh, 
My Soul diſdains to fear, 8 
Sin and Satan I defy 
Still impotently near; | 
Earth and Hell their Wars may wage, 
Calm I mark their vain Deſign, 
Smile to ſee them idly rage 
Againſt a Child of Thane, 


4 Unto Thee, my Help, my Hope, Tn 
My Safeguard, and my Tower, 
Confident I till look up, 
And ſtill receive thy Power: 
All the Alien's Hoſts I chate, : 
Blaſt, and ſcatter with mire Eyes: | 
Satan comes; I turn my Face, 
And Io! the Tempter flies! | 
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5 Sin in me, the inbred Foe, 
A while ſubſiſts in Chains, 
But Thou all thy Power ſhalt ſhew, 
And ſlay its laſt Remains; 
Thou hafte conquer d my Deſire, 


Thou ſhalt quench it with thy Blood, 
Fill me with a.purer Fre, 


And change Wo: eee 


ESD 


A Thankſgiving. TO ie 
2 3 of thy Mercies, Lon p, 


That I am not conſum'd, 
By Gop and Men abhorr'd, 
To endleſs Torments doom'd: 
Thy tender Mercies never fail, 
And therefore I am not in Hell. 


2 In vain was Tophet mov'd 
To meet me from beneath, 
Js v's Sake belov'd, 
I ſcape the ſecond Death: 
Thy tender Mercies never fail, 
And therefore I am not in Hell. 


2 Within its Mouth I was, 
And there I lay aſleep, 
Its Mouth it could not cloſe, 
My Soul it could not keep: 
Thy tender Mercies never fail, 
And therefore Lam not in Hell. 


Thy Mercies found out me, 1 
To me they firſt — 


From Depths of 
9 8 me up: 


— 
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Thy tender Mercies never fail, 
And therefore I am not in Hell. 


5 Thy dear preſerving Grace, 
Each Moment J receive, 
- And truſt to ſee thy Face, 
And without Sin to live: 
Thy tender Mercies never fail, 
And I ſhall never be in Hell. 


* Ir. 


He that Hſetb his Life for my Sake, ſhall 
e 8 : 


T E it according to thy Word! 
| This Moment let it be, 
O that I now, my deareſt Loxp, 
Might loſe my Life for Thee! 


2 Now, Jtsv, let thy powerful Death 
Into my Being come, . 
Slay the old Adam with thy Breath, 

The Man of Sin conſume. | 


3 Whate'er I have, or can, or am, 
I now would fain refign, ; 
And loſe my Nature, and my Name, 
O Go, to purchaſe 'Thine, 


4 With-hold whate'er my Fleſh requires, 
Poiſon my pleaſant Food, 7 
Spoil my Delights, my vain Defires; 
My all of Creature-Good. 


5 My old Affections mortify, 
Nail to the Croſs my Will, 
Daily and hourly bid me die, 
Or altogether kill. 


\ 
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6 Paſſion and Appetite deſtroy, | 
Tear, tear this Pride away, 
And all my Boaſt and idle Joy, 
And all my Nature ſlay. 


7 JesU, my Life, appear within, 
: And bruiſe the Serpent's Head, 
Enter my Soul, extirpate Sin, 
Caſt out the curſed Seed. 


3 n be, Thou t 
| And end this . Strife, "OR" 


Thy . r proelaims Thee near, 
And Death makes Way for Life. 


9 Haſt Thou not made me willing, Lo ap, 
Would I not die this Hour? 
Then ſpeak the killing, quickening Word, 


10 Slay me, and I in Thee ſhall truſt, ' 
With thy dead Men ariſe, 
Awake, and ſing from out the Duſt, _. 
Soon as this Nature dies. 


11 O let it now make Haſte to die, 
'The mortal Wound receive, 
So ſhall ! live; and yet not I, 
But Car1sT in me ſhall live. 


12 Beit according to thy Word, 1 
This Moment let it be, 


The Life I loſe for Thee my Loxn, 
I find again in Thee, 


£3 
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Maisch in all Thogs, © 


1 Es U, my Saviour, Brother, Friend. 


On whom I caſt my every Care, 
On whom for all Things I depend, 
Inſpire, and then accept my Prayer. 


2 If I have taſted of thy Grace, 


The Grace that ſure Salvation brings, 


If with me now thy Spirit ſtays, 


* » 


And hovering hides me in his Wings; | 


3 Still let Him with my Weakneſs ſtay, 
Nor for a Moment's Space depart, - 
Evil, and Danger turn a way, 


And keep, till He renews my Heart. 5 


4 When to the Left or Right I firay, 
His Voice behind me may I hear, 


« Return, and walk in CHRIST thy Way, 5 


« Fly back to Cnr15T, for Sin is near. 


5 His ſacred Unction from above 
Be ſtill my Comforter, and Guide, 
Till all the Stony He remove, 0 
And in my loving Heart reſide. 


6 Jas u, I fajn would walk in Thee, | 
From Nature's every Path retreat, 
Thou art my Way, my Leader be. 
And ſet upon the Rock my Feet. 


7 Uphold me, Saviour, or I fall, 
O reach me out thy gracious Hard, 
Only on Thee for Help: call, 2 5 
Only by Faith in Thee 1 ſtand... + 
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$ Pierce, fill me with an humble Fear, 
My utter Helpleſſneſs reveal, 
Satan and Sin are always near, 
Thee may I always nearer feel. 


9 O that to Thee my conſtant Mind, 
Might with an even Flame aſpire ! 
Pride in its earlieſt Motions find, 
And mark the Riſings of Deſire. 


10 O that my tender Soul might fly 
The firſt abhorr'd Appraach of Ill, 
Quick as the Apple of-an Eye, 
The ſlighteſt Touch of Sin to feel. 


11 Till Thou anew my Soul create, 
Still may I ſtrive, and watch, and pray, 
Humbly and confidently wait, | 
And long to ſee thy perfe& Day. 


12 My whole Regard ſtill may I place 
On the faint Ray of opening Light, 
(The ſure prophetic Word of Grace) - 
That glimmers thro' my Nature's Night. 


1; Here let my Soul's ſure Anchor be, | 
| Here let me fix my wiſhful Eyes, 
And wait *till I exult to ſee 

The Day-ſtar in my Heart ariſe. 


iI My Lond, Thou wilt not long Delay, 
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This inward Calm proclaims Thee near, 


Sorrow and Doubt are fled away, 
My Lox ſhall in my Heatt appear. 


1 Jesu, my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
As I believe, ſo let it be; 
O make me patient to the End, 
And then reveal Thyſelf in me. 
4 | 


A Progr for Kala | 


VER fainting with Defire, ** 
For Thee, O CarisT, I cal, 
Thee I reſtleſs] 8 require, 
I want my Gop, my All; 
Jes u, dear redeeming Lozn, 
I wait thy Coming from above: 
Help me, Saviour, ſpeak the Word, 
And perfect me in Love. 


2 Wilt Thou ſuffer me to go 
Lamenting all my Days 5 
Shall I never, never 
Thy fanctifying Grace p 
Wilt Thou not thy Light afford, 
The Darkneſs from my Soul remove? 
Help me, Saviour, &c. 


3 Wretched, naked, poor, and bind, 
=] Afflicted, and diftreſt, | 
' Settled Peace 1 cannot find, 
Uninterrupted Reſt, 
Till my Spirit is reſtor'd, 
And fix'd my Heart on Things above: 
Help me, Saviour, r. 


4 Gifts, alas! cannot ſuffice, 
And Comforts all are vain, 
While one evil Thought can riſe, 
J am not born again: . 
Still I am not as my Lox,. 
Thy holy Will I do not prove: 1 
Help me, Seiden Se. ee 
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5 Why haſt Thou on me beſtow'd | 
Why held me in my Blood, 
And call'd to ſeek thy Face? 
Thou haſt not my Soul abhorr'd, 
But ſtill with me thy Spirit ſtrove: : 
Help me, Saviour, 5 A" 21s prop 


6 Why didſt Thou my Ne x pays 
The Work. of Faith begin? 
Surely Thou haſt purg'd away 
'The Guilt of all my Sin: | 
All the Guilt's on Thee transferr'd': 
And wilt Thou not the Power remove? 
Help me, Saviour, &c. 


> Lov, if I on Thee believe, : 
The ſecond Gift ĩ impart; 3 
With th? indwelling Spirit give 
A new, a loving Heart: 
If with Love thy „ an: is ſtor d, 
If now o'er me thy Bowels move, 
Help me, Saviour, * 


Let me gain m Calli s Ho 1 40 
O moks the y Calings 8 Pe. | 
Dry Corruption's Fountain up, 
Cut of th' Intail of Sin: F 
Take me into Thee, my Bed ki: 
And I ſhall then no longer rove ; | 
Help me, Saviour, Oc. . 


9 Thou my Life, my Treaſure be. 1 fs 
My Portion here below, £ 


Nothing would I ſeek but Thee, 1 

Thee only would know;  ' | © 
My exceeding grept Reward, 1 

My Heaven on Earth, my Heaten above 3 
Help me, Saviour, &f wg 
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10 Grant me now the Bliſs to feel 
Of thoſe that are in Thee; 
Son of God, Thyſelf reveal, 
O ſtamp thy Name on me; 
As in Heaven be here ador'd, 
And let me now the Promiſe proye ; 
Help me, Saviour, fpeak the Word, 
And perfect mein Love, 


— 


Let this Mind be in you, which was alſo in 
CHRIST JEsus. 


1 ES, fhall I never be 
 J Firmly grounded upon Thee? 
Never by thy Work abide, 
Never in thy Wounds reſide ! 


2 O how wavering is my Mind! 
Toſt about with every Wind! 
O how quickly doth my Heart 
From the living Gop depart! 


3 Eaſily I fall away, 
Never am I at one Stay; ; 
Strong in Faith I ſeem this Hour, 
Stript the next. of all my Power. 


4 Faith is loſt in Unbelief, 

Joy is ſwallow'd up of Grief: 
Hope, my lateſt Hope expires, 
God, my angry God retires. 


5 Vaniſhing out of my Sight, 

Jxs us leaves me ſunk in Night; 

Where. ſnall I my mee. . e 
Helpleſs I, and dark, and blind? ' - - ++ 


* 
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6 Seek, O ſeek me, Lonn, again, 
Let not all thy Giſts n ron 

Comfort to my Soul reſtore, 
Come, and never leave me more. 


7 Jesv, let my Nature Fry 

Thou art Gop unchangeable: 

Ja, JaHO VA, Great I AM, 
| Speak into my Soul * Name. 


8 Fruit that I may bear, N 5 
That my Fruit may ſtill remain, 
Make my Heart, and keep it true, 
After Gop my Soul renew. 


9 Grant that every Moment 1 


May believe, and feel Thee 8 
Stedfaſtly behold thy Face, 
Stabliſn'd with abiding Graee, 


10 Plant, and root, aud fix in me 


All the Mind that was in Thee: u 


Settled Peace I then ſhall — 
Jesv's is a quiet Mind. 


11 When it doth in me appear, 
I ſhall nothing covet here. 
I ſhall caſt the World behind; 
Jesv's is an heavenly Min. 


12 Then the accurſed Luſt of Praiſe - * ' 
Shall in me no more have Place: 


Pride no more my Soul ſha}l bind; 
 Jesv's is an humble Mind. 


13 Anger I no more ſhall feel, 
Always quiet, always full, 
Meekly on my Gn reclin d, 
Jxs v's is a gentle * 


— 
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14 1 hall ſuffer, and fulfil - 
All my Father's gracious will, 
Be in all alike 11 
1766 s is a patient Mind. 


15 When 'tis deeply rooted here, 
Perfect Love ſhall caft out Fear; 
Fear doth ſervile Spirits bind; © 
Jesu's is a noble Mind. 4 


16 When I feel it fd . 
I ſhall have no Power to ſin; 
How ſhould Sin an Entrance 1. pF 
Irsv's is a ſpotleſs Mind. 


17 I ſhall nothin "g know beſide 
Es us, and Him:crucified ;. 
ſhall all to Him be join'd, 

Jes v's is a loving Mind. 


19 I ſhall triumph evermore, 

| Gratefully my God adore, _ 
Gop fo good, fo true, fo kind; 

Is vu's is a thankful Mind, 


19 Lowly, loving, meek, and pure, 
J ſhall to the ad RD > 40 
Be no more to Sin inclin'd ; 


Jesv's is a conſtant Mind. 


20 I ſhall fully be lice * 

To the Image of my Lox p, 
Witneſling to all Mankind, 
Jes v' $15 a Peres Mind. 


a 
* 


. 
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to forgive us our Sins, and to cleanſe us from 


_ ALL Unrighteouſmſs. 1 JOHN i. . 
FN of my dying Lox p, 


To whom I ſue for Peace, 
Trufting in thy faithful Word, 
Lo! I my Sins confeſs. 
For thy Truth and Mercies Sake, 
Grant the Bleſſing which I claim, 
_ Caſt my Sins behind thy Back, 
1 aſk in Jesv's Name. 


2 Haſt Thou not revers'd my Doom? 


Thou haſt; and I believe: 
Yet I ſtill a Sinner come, 
That Thou may'lt ſtill forgive. 
Wretched, ras, Fang blind, 
Poor, and naked, and unclean, 
Still, that I may Men: cy find, 
I bring Thee nought but Sin. 


3 I have always equal Need 

Of thy forgiving Love, 

Still do I the Promiſe plead, _ 
That I thy Truth may prove. 

Juſt and faithful as Thou art, 
Hear me now my Sins co 

Hear, and purify my Heart 
From all Unrighteouſneſs. 


4 Lox, I look to be made clean 
From every finful Blot, 
All Unrighteoalheb and Sin 
In Deed, and Word, and Thought; 
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Evil ſhall not here abide, 
- Sin ſhall have no Place in me, 
| From th' Iniquity of Pride 
And Self I ſhall be free. 


5 1 ſhall be redeem'd from all, 

Unleſs thy Word is vain, 

Here recover from my Fall, 
My Eden here regain, 

JEsus ſhall his Image here 
Perfectly in me reſtore, = 

God ſhall in myFleſh a L 
And Sin fublit no more, | 


- . 2e : 


—_— 


| They that wait on the Lon D 0, renew the 
Strength, | 


i T ORD, I believe thy every —_ 
Thy every Promiſe true, 
And lo! I wait on Thee, my Loxp, 
Till 1 my Strength renew. 


2 If in this feeble Fleſh I may. 
A while ſhew forth thy Praiſe, 
Jes v, ſupport the tottering Clay, 
And lengthen out my Days. 


3 If ſuch a Worm as I can ſpread 
The common Saviour's Name, 
Let Him who rais'd Thee from the Dead; 
Quicken my mortal Frame. 


4 Still let me live thy Blood to ew, 
Which purges every Stain, 
And gladly linger out below 

A few more Years in Pain. 
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6 My Time and Life are in thy Hand, - 
No more for Death 1 groan, 
Still let the ruinous Manſion ſtand, 

Till all thy Will be done. +1 


6 My Life, I know, Thou canſt 
And give a ſtronger Thread; 
But, Lan Þ, of this I take no Care, 
For, O my Soul 1 is dead. 


7 Health I ſhall have, if that be bell, 
But what is Health to me? 
Alas! my Spirit cannot reſt, 
Till it is whole with Thee. 


$ The Spirit of an healthful Mind, 
For this I wait in Pain, | 
This precious Pearl I long to find, 
And to be born again. 


9 Spare me, till I my Strength of Soul, 
Till I thy Love retrieve, 
Till Faith ſhall make my Spirit whole, 
And perfect Soundneſs give. 


10 Faith to be heal'd, Thou knowꝰſt 4 


From Sin to be made clean, 
Able Thou art from Sin to ſave, 


From all in-dwelling Sin. 


11 1 Surely Thou canſt, I do not doubt: 


Thou wilt Thyſelf ; impart, _. 
The Bondwoman's baſe Son caſt out, 
And take up all my Heart. 6 


12 I ſhall my antient Strength renew : 
Thy Excellence divine, | 
(If Thou art good, if Thou art true) 

| Throughout my Soul (hall thine. 


— 
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13 I ſhall, a weak and helpleſs Worm, 
Thro' Jꝝs us ſtrength'ning me, 
Impoſſibilities perform, | 
And live from Sinning free. 


14 For this in ſtedfaſt Hope Iwait, 
Now, Lok D, my Soul reſtore, 
Now the new Heavens and Earth create, 
And I ſhall ſin no more. 


- 


The Things which are mpoſſeble with Man, 
| are poſſible to Goo. 


J 7 HAT a Myſtery am I, 
A Myſtery of Sin, | 
Full of all Tniquity, 
Unholy and unclean ? 
Every Thought of all our Hearts 
Only Evil always 1s, 
Now, I know, my inward Parts 
Are very Wickedneſls, _ 


2 Stript of every boaſted Grace, 
Of every Shew of Good, 
Still I am but what I was, 
Unchang'd and unrenew'd. 
Duſt and Aſhes is my Name, 
Sinful Duſt and Aſhes I, 
Bearing all my Sin and Shame, 
At Jesv's Feet I lie. 


3 From a Thing like me unclean, 
A clean and holy Thing, 
Who of all the Sons of Men 
Can ever hope to bring ? 
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All our Strite at laſt muſt ceaſe, 
All our Strength and Wiſdom fail, 

Such a Work we muſt confeſs | 
With Man impoſſible. 


4 But ſhall human Weakneſs dare 
To limit Strength divine ?. 
Teach Almighty Wiſdom where 
To lay the meaſuring Line ? 
Yes; we give our God the Lie, 


. Trample on th? all-cleanſing Blood, 


From al! Sin to fave, we cry, 
| This i zs too re for Gop. 


5 Still we liſten to our Foe, 
| His other Goſpel hear, 
«© No Perfection is below, 
No Love that caſts out Fear, 
« Fear and Sin mult ſtill remain, 
„Still in you maintain their Seat, 
< Sin ſemetimes will always reign, 
And force you to ſubmit. 


6 Soon as Satan gives the Word, 
His Advocates for Sin, 
Witneſs with their lying Lord, 
<« Ye never can be So. 
<« From all Sin, while here below : 72 
Do not you the Word receive, 
« Gop's own Word may tell you ſo, 
But do not yas: believe.“ 


7 Fleſh and Blood cry ont amain 
It cannot, cannot be! 
All my Faith and Hope is vain 
From Sin to he ſet free: 
I with only Evil fraught, 
Full of deſperate Wickedaeſs, 
I who fin in every Thought, 


Can 1 from Sinning cone? © 
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8 World, and Sin, and Satan go, 
And aſk my faithful Loa p, 
Surely I the Truth ſhall know, 
For He hath ſpoke the Word: 
Whether every perfect one 
Shall not as his Mafler be, 
Thou ſhalt ſhortly make it known, 
Shalt anſwer, Loxd, for me. 


— — LU 
Loet Gop be true, and every Man a Liar. 


OD of all Power, and Truth, and Love, 
I at my Faith on Tee, . 
Expect thy Promiſes to prove | 
Accompliſt'd all in me. 


2 In Hope believing ane 
Thy 1 aithfulneſs 8 


Aﬀur'd that Thou ſhalt lift me up. 
And make me free indeed. 
3 Thou ſhalt on me thy Spirit pour, e 
And make the S n 
In Confidence I wait the Hour, 
When I ſhall ceaſe from Sin. 


4 I truſt, that to the Life divine 
Thou wilt my Soul reſtore, 

And I ſhall in thine Image ſhine, 
And I ſhall fin no more. 


5 Though Satan all thy Truths Suey, 
He ſhall no more deceive, 
I cannot Fat my God: the Lie, 
ſurely live. 


For I 
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6 Tho' Men blaſpheme the Liberty, 7 A 
The Power they never knew, 5 
Let every Mons be. | Py | 3 
So Goyp alone be — 


7 Tho Nature fail, and Fleſh and Blood 
Would from the Promiſe ſtart, 
Gov ſhall his Word accompliſh, Gos 
Is greater than my Heart, 


8 Thro' Unbehef I ſta Nagger not 
Tho' now my Soul is bd. 


Quicken'd in CA RISTH, from every Thought 
Of Sin I thall be freed. 


9 I ſhall, be * in Love, 
„ Thou haſt ſpoke the Word, 
The Servant cannot be above, 
But ſhall be as his Logp. 


10 The Glory of thy Truth and Grace 
To Thee, O Gov, I give, 
'The vileſt of the ſinful Race, 
I I without Sin ſhall live. 


= r — — 


Thy Null be dane in Earth, as it is in Heaven. 
E SU, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 


In whom I now believe, 
As taught by Thee in Faith I pray, 
Expecting to receive. 


2 Thy Will by me on Earth. be done, - 
As by the Choirs above, 

Who always ſee Thee on thy Throne, 

And glory in thy _ 

| « 3 
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3 I aſk in Confidence the Grace, 
That I may do thy Will, 
As Angels who behold thy Face, 
And all thy Words fulfil; 


4 Surely I ſhall, the Sinner I, oo 
Shall ſerve Thee without Fear; 
My Heart no longer gives the Lie 371 
To my deceitfal | Prayer. | 


5 Thee ſhall ſerve without hae 
Shall every Moment pleaſe: 
Thoſe bleſſed Spirits never faint, 
Nor from thy Service ceafe. 


6 When Thou the Work of Faith ha wrought, 
I ſhall be pure within, 
Nor ſin in Deed, or Word, or T hought; 
For Angels never fin. 3 


7 Frem Thee no more ſhall ! depart, 
No more unfaithful prove, 
But love Thee with a conſtant Heart, 
For Angels always love. : 

8 Tell me no more it cannot be, ö 
Ve Sons of Earth and Hell; 

The Things impoſſible to me, 
To Gop are poſſible. 


9 The World of Liars and their God 
In vain deny Thee, Lorp: 
x liſten not to Fleſh and Blood, 
L hearken to thy Word. 


10 The Thing for which Thou bid'ſt me e pray, 
Thou promiſeſt to give, | 
And I ſhall perfectly obey, 
I . Sin ſhall live. 
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11 I all thy holy Will ſhall prove; 2 
1 ak ſinful Worm, 


When Thee with all my Heart 5 love, aſs 6 
Shall all thy Law perform. 8 


12 The Graces of my ſecond e 
To me ſhall all be | 
And 1 ſhall do thy Wilt on ry JR 
As Angels do in Heaven. | 


——— py — 


"_— —_—_ —_ 
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The Word of our God ſhall fland for ever. 


Riſoners of Hope, lift up your Heads, 
The Day of Liberty draws near! 
Jesvs, who on the Serpent treads, 
Shall ſoon in your Behalf appear; 
The LokD ſhall to his Temple come: 
Prepare your Hearts to ne Him Room. 


We all ſhall find (whom: i in his Word. 750 
Himſelf hath caus'd to put our Truſt) 
The Father of our dying Loxp 
Is ever to his Promiſe juſt; 
Faithful, if we our Sins confeſs, © 
To cleanſe from all Unrightcouineſs, 


_ 


3 Logry, we confeſs our Sins to Thee, 
In Sin we were conceiv'd and born; 
Tg in the Depth of Miſery, © 
e never can to Thee return, 
Till Thou our fallen Souls convert, 
And give the new, believing. Heart. 


4 Now, if Thou aal with hold che Grace 
From Sinners hungry, mournful, poor, 
Who aſk thy Love, who ſcek thy Face, 
Who ever knock at Mercy” 5 Door, 
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At JI xs v's Feet who. humbly be, | 
Reſolv'd at Jzsu's Feet to die. 


5 Yes, Lord, we muſt believe Thee kind, 
Thou never canſt unfaithful prove: 
Surely we ſhall thy Mercy find, | 
Who aſk ſhall al receive 7 Sts | 
Nor canſt Thou it to me deny; 
I aſk, the chief of Sinners I! 


6 Tis done; my Prayer hath pierc'd the Skies, 
Hath reach'd my gracious Father's Ear, 
He hears, He anſwers to my Cries ; 
My Gap ſhall in my Heart appear; 
He hath to me a Token given, 


This inward Peace, this Taſte of Heaven. 


7 Wherefore of Him I make m Boaſt, 
| I triumph in his Truth = þ Grace, 
I in his faithful Mercies truſt, | 
I ſhall with Joy behold his F ace, 
I ſhall be ſoon his fix'd Abode, 
A Temple of the living Gov. 


8 O ye of fearful Heart, be ſtrong ; A 
Your downcaſt Hands and Eyes lift pz 3 
Ye ſhall not be forgotten long; 
Hope to the End, i in Jesus hope, 
Tell Him, ye wait his Grace to prove, 
And cannot fail if God is Love. 


9 Priſoners of Hope, be ſtrong, be bold! 
Caſt off your Doubts, diſdain to fear; 
Dare to believe; on CHRIST lay hold; 
Wreſtle with CHRISH in mighty Fares 3 
Tell Him, We will not let Thee go, 
Till we thy Name, thy Nature know. 


10 Haſt Thou not died to purge our Sin, 
And roie thy Death for us to plead? | 
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To write thy Law of Love within”  * 
Our Hearts, and-make us free indeed? 


That we our Zaen might regain, 
Thou diedſt, en not die in vain. 


11 Loxp, we believe; "Ry wait the Heur | 
| Which all thy great Salvation brin 
The Spirit of Love, © a Health and , + 
Shall come, and make us Prieſts and Kings; 3 
Thou wilt perform thy faithful Word, 
The Servant ſhall be as his Lond. 5 


12 The Promiſe ſtands for ever ſure, 
And we ſhall in thine Image ſhine, 1 
Partakers of a Nature pure, | | 
Holy, and perfect, and Divine, 
In Spirit join'd to Thee the Son, 
As Thou Ut with thy Father one. 


13 Faithful bp true, we now he 3 
The Promiſe, ratified . ates 
To Thee the When and kane. 
In Time and in Eternity; 
We only han oy , „ on 
e | be af tis Lond. ne ts 


er” © 
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Zrchanian iv. 7. G. EN 
Great Mountain, ho art db. 1 
Immenſe, immoveable! e 

High as Heaven afpires thy Brovpꝛ, ; 


y Foot finks deep as Hel: 
Thee, alas! I long have known, | 
Long have felt Aw" 00 pam 
Still beneath th 
Thou art e Sw 
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2 Thou art Darkneſs in my Mind, 
Perverfeneſs in my Will, 
Love inordinate and blind, 
Which always cleaves to III, 
Every Paſſion's wild Exceſs, 
Anger, Luſt, and Pride thou art 


Bell, and Mins ot as ih + As 


And Unbelief of Heart. 


3 Not by human Might or Power 7 
Canſt thou be moy'd from hence, 
But thou ſhalt flow down before 
Divine Omnipotence; TY 
My Zerubbabel is near, | 
* have not 1 m win, 
ou, when JEsus doth a , 
Shalt fink — a Plain. Pear, | 


4 CarrsT the Head, the Corner-ſlone, 
Shall be broug ht forth in me, 
Glory be to er alone, 
His Grace ſhall ſet me free: 
I ſhall ſhont my Saviour's Name, 
Him TI * ſhall praiſe, ; 
All the Work of Grace proclaim, 
Of ſanctifying Grace. . 


5 Cnxisr hath the Foundation laid. 
And CnRIST ſhall build me up, 
Surely I ſhall ſoon be made 
Partaker of my Hope: 
Author of my Faith He is, 
He its Finifher ſhall. be, 
Perfect Love ſniall ſeal me His 
To all Bani. fe ja 
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1 Great Mountain, who art thou © 
That dares my Gop defy? 
Thou ſhalt tremble, ſtoop, and bow, 
When Jesvs but draws nigh : 
When He to my Heart comes in, 
Thou ſhalt there no longer be, 
From that Hour, indwelling Sin, 
Thou haſt no Place in me. 


As a Grain of Muſtard-ſeed, 
If Faith in CHRIST I have, 
From all Sin I ſhall be freed; 
I know my LokÞ will ſave 


Me from all Iniquity, id etl 
Faith ſhall move the Mountain-load, 
Caſt it out into the Sea. | 


Of his all-cleanſing Blood. | 


3 Who hath ſlighted or contemn'd 
The Day of feeble: Things? 

J ſhall be by Grace redeem'd, 

Tis Grace Salvation brings: 
Ready now my Saviour ſtands, 

Him I now rejoice to ſee 
With the Plummet in his Hands, 

To build and finiſh me. 


4 I right early ſhall awake, 
And ſee the perfect Day, | 
Soon the Lamb of Gop ſhall take 
My inbred Sin away; 
When to me my Loxp ſhall come 


Sin for ever ſhall 145 
Jzsus takes up all the Rom | 
In a believing Heart. A 


4 
Fon . 
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2 HYMNS AND 
5 Son of Genu ariſe, ' ariſe, x; 

And to thy Tempie cm, 3 —_ 
Look, ald with thy flaming Eyes | 


The Man of Sin-confume;  - 
Slay him with thy Spirit, Lox p, 


Reign Thou in my = woah ne Es 


Speak the ſanctify ing Word, ww 5 | 
And feal me all Thins own.” tell non? 
— 2 bee — hs — 1 . 1 
1 * 
Waiting for os Prom 70 


Rooping Soul, ſhake off hy rt 
Fearful Soul, be firong, be bold, - 
'Tarry *till the Log D appears, 
Never, never quit thy Hold. 
Murmur not at his Delay, 
Dare not ſet thy Gop a Time, 
Calmly for his Coming ſtay; | 
Leave it, leave it all to Him. 


2 Faiuing Soul, be bold, by ſtrong, 
Wait the Leiſure of thy Lozp,_ 
Though it ſeem to tarry long, 
True and faithful is his ord. 
On his Word my Soul II caſt; 
(He cannot Himſelf den; Y. 
Surely it ſhall ſpeak at lat, 
It ſhall ſpeak, and ſhall not le. 


3 Every one that ſeeks ſhall find, 

Every one that aſks ſhall have 

Curisr, the Saviour of Mankind, 
Willing, able all to ſave : 

I ſhall his Salvation fee, 3:4 
U in Faith on Jesvs call, 1 5 8 

I from Sin ſhall be ſerriree, « 1% f 
Perſectly ſet free from all. 
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4 Lord, my Time is in thy Hand. : 
Weak, and helpleſs as Tam, 
Surely Thou canſt make me ftand, 

I believe in Jes vs Name: 
Saviour, in Temptation Thou. 

Thou haſt me heretofore, 
Thou from Sin doſt fave me now, 

Thou ſhalt ſave me evermore. 


2 Wherefore ſhould I doubt the Grace 

Which I every Moment prove, 

Sin and Satan mult give Place, 
Both muſt yield to ſtronger Love. 

Sin and Satan rage their Hour, 
But Thou all- ſufficient art, 

Thou art infinite in Power, | 
Thou art greater than my Heart. | 


6 Gladly therefore will I boaſt 

Of my Souls Infirmities, 

Ja Sinner, helpleſs, loſt, 
I cannot from Sinning ceaſe. 

Yet the Power on me doth reſt, 
Now it doth from Sin ſecure: 

When it ſinks into my Breaſt, 

Pure J am, as Gop is pure. 


Jes v, full of Truth and Gi | 
O all- atoning Lamb of Gop, 
J wait to fee thy lovely Face, - 


I ſeek Redemption thro' thy Blood. 


2 In Thee, who haſt redeem'd of old, 
| Mine, and the Souls of all Mankind, 
Tho? once to Sin and Sataz fold, . 
Surely I ſhall cs ial find. 
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3 Hold of thy Righteouſneſs I Wy 


exchangꝰ d it for 
Thy ſpotleſs Soul 2s Hell deem d Hack 
That mine thro? Thee might all be be lem. 


4 Thou, Lox p, for me a Sinner made, - 
Haſt robb'd me of my Curſe and Pain, 

Haſt died, and ſufferd in my Stead, '' 
That] thro? Thee might live and i 


5 Now in thy Strength I ftrive with Thee, 
My Friend, and Advocate with Goo, 
Give me the ſinleſs Libet 15 
Sive me che Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


6 Thou art the Anchor of my Hope, 
The faithful Saying I receive, 
Surely thy Death ſhall raiſe me up, 
For Thou haſt died that I may live. 


7 Lie without Sin! If Gop i 1s true, 
I thus ſhall ſerve Him all my Days, 

Shall apprehend whom I purſue, 

And juſtly triumph i in his Grace, 


8 Satan with al! his Arts no more 


T ſhall receive th almighty Power, 
And find the Pearl of perfect Love, 


9 Tho? all the Advocates for Sin 
Aſſert their heatheniſh Liberty, 

If Jesv's Blood can waſh me clean, 
Sin ſhall not always dwell in me. 


10 Tho' Nature gives my Gon the Lie, 
I all his Truth aud Grace ſhall know, 
as ſhall, a ſinleſs ors > | ; AA 


Me from the Goſpel's Hope can move, | 
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+1 My Fleſh, which cries it cantiot be, 
| Shall Silence . 5 
And Earth, and Hell, and Sin mall flee 
At Jesv's . Word, 


* —— EF n - & "7 1 1 4. 4 42 2 
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The gage” 


1 MY cruel 4 4 of Sin, 5 
How long it endure? 
When, O when Gal Le cha | 
= And pure as Gop is pure ? 
From the Dead with We riſe, | 
Be in all his Bleſſing bleft, - 
Gain my Ne W 2 
And enter into Reſt! (ork 420 | 7 


2 O might I this Moment ceaſe | 
From every Work of me, 
Find the pertact Holineſs, 

The Righteouſneſs divine; 
Righteouſneſs which never ends; 7 

n himſelf who feels it Guns 

He no more his Gop offends 

In Deed, or Word, or Thought. | 


3 Unto this thrice happy State, 
O how ſhall I attam! _' 
All my Time for this I wait, 
And cannot wait in vain ; 
J ſhall thy Salvation. ſee, .. 
T ſhall do thy e& Will, | 
Live in glorious iberty, . 
And all thy Fulneſs feel. 


40 cut ſhort the Work, and make 
Me now a Creature new, © 
For thy Truth and Mercy's Sake, 
The gracious 2 LS new. 


. A = _ -_ 
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Call me forth thy Witneſß, Lonp, | 


Let my Lite declare thy Power, 


Born of Gop,. renew'd, feſlor d, 
O let me ſin no more. 


= - Fain would I the Truth proclaim | 
That makes me free indeed, 

Glorify my Saviour's Name, 
And all its Virtues fpread :. 

 Jesvs all our Wants relieves, 
Jesvs, mighty to redeem, 

Saves, and to the utmoſt faves. 
All thoſe that come to Him. hes? 


6 Jxsv, lo! I come to Thee, 
And wait to be ſent forth; 
If thy Spirit ſend forth me, | 
A Worm ſhall ſhake the Earth; 
1 ſhall thy great Name declare, 
ee thy Victories abroad; | 
Buy the Weapons of thy War, 
The Battle-Ax of Gov. $a 


7 PerfeR then thy mighty Power 
In a weak, finful Worm, 
All my Sins deſtroy, devour, . 
And all my Soul transform; 
Now apply "thy $ irit's Seal. 
O come auch y from above, 
Empty me of Selt, and fil! 
Wit all the Life of Baur 


8 


— — 


"The Gans,” . 
ORD, I glori Grace, . 
Thy Truth, nd 201 Son 
Waiting to behold thy Face, 
And live—in Sin no more, 
I ſhall fully be renew'd, 
All thy Promiſes receive, 


Spite of Hell, and Fleſh, an d Bl 00d, '1 pa 0 
I dare at laſt believe. 


ving Power, 


2 Can the Ehiop chang e 7 . yn 3 
His Spots the 2 8 REF 41.35 4 
Then may I, enut'd to Sin, 3 

The Path of Virtue chufe. 
Surely in thy Strength I may; 

At thy Word it ſhall be rn, 
I ſhall — my Heart — 

1 ſhall be white as Snow. 


3 I have not believ'd. i in vain,., 
| The Word of Faith is ſure: 5 

How ſhould Sin in me „ - 4. } 
When Jesus faith, © Be pes. 

Perfect as your Pather $9.55 2 . I 
Father, is there Sin in Thee? 

Thou art mine, with all thy- Bil 

When Jzsus lives in me. G 


4 Mine i is Wilden, Power is güne Tr) 

When Car1sT is in my Heart, 

Thou, O CRISTT, art Power divine, 
Wiſdom divine Thou art; 

Soon as Thee my Spirit feels, 

Sin no more hath Place in me, 

Then in me all Fulnefs dwells 
All F — Thee. 1. DEEDS 


n 
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HEE, Jas u, Thee. the Sinners Friend, 
I follow e phi 
Renew the glorious Strife, 
Divinely cone and ben 
Wich Faith's ſtrong Arm on Thee 0 bade 
Thee, my ak Life, bs 


* f 


> Tall me, OLoxn, if Thine - Tin e 
Tell me.thy now, wyferions nee, 
Or Tc ORE"; more.: t 

x 4 . 3 ry 56, TED @ 
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1 H YMNS AND by x 
No, never will I let Thee go, gia A 


"Till I thy Name thy Nature 3 Lol ; 
And feel that Gap is Love:? 


3 I feel that I have Power with Gon, 1 
Thou only haſt, the Power beſtow'd, -- 
And _— me for the Fight: 5 
A Prince thro' Thee invincible, 
I pray, and wreſtle, and — i x 
And conquer in thy Might. 


4 Thy Heart, I know, thy, tender Heart- "IS 
Doth in my Sorrows feel its Part, _ 
And at my Tears relent, - 
My powerful Sighs Thou canſt not bear, 
Nor ſtand the Violence of my Far. 


My Prayer omnipotent. 


5 Give me the Grace, the Love 1 "Og 
Thy Spirit now demands thy Name, 
Thou know'ſt the Spirit's Will, 
He helps my Soul's T akrmity, | 
And ſtrongly intercedes for me 8 
With Groans unſpeakable. 1 


6 Anſwer, . Lory, thy Spir ; Groan, 
O make to me thy Nature — 


Thy hidden Name impart, 

£ by T. itle is with Thee the ſame) 
ell me thy Nature and thy Name, 
And write it on my Heart. 


- Priſoner of Hope, to Thee 1 turn 7 
And calmly confident I mourn, _ 
And pray, and weep for Thee: 
Tellme thy Love, thy Secret tell, 
Thy myſtic Name in me reveal, 
Reveal Thyſelſ in me. 118 


8 Deſcend, paſs by me, and proclaim, fi: 
O Lonpo een 7 
* Lox, the gracious Lob, 


2 


a 
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Long ſuffering, merciful,” and kind, 
The Gon übe Wen er a 
His everlaſting. Woſc d. 


2 Plenteous He is in Trath and Grace, © | 
He wills that all the fallen Race 
Should turn, repent, and live; | 
His pard'ning Grace for All is free, NC 
Tranſgreſſion, Sin, Iniquity, | | 5 0 
He freely doth forgive. 2 405 


10 Merey He doth for Thouſands keeps 1 
He goes, and ſeeks the one loſt — — 
And brings his Wanderer Home; 
And every Soul that Sheep might be: 
Come then, dear Lok p, and gather me, 
My Jzsvs, RIES come. 


11 Take me into th a IDE 
O come, and wich, my ſole Requeſt, 

My one Deſire comply, , | 
Make me Partaker of my Hope, ic 1 Da. 8 
Then bid mo get me quickly up. 

And on VOY Boſom ce. 


Part the Second: 


OME, Lond, wy help me to rejoices 
In Ho that I ſhall Rar thy Voice,. 
Shall one Day ſee my Go, 
Shall ceaſe — all my Sin and Strife, 
Handle and taſte the Word of Life, 
And feel the ſprinkled! Bload. 


, . 
© „ * 


2 I ſhall not 2 make my Won,” 


Nor worſhi ee a Gop unknown, h 
But I ſhall live to BOT | 5 
e ee 
e ,andBreadth, an th, 5 
Qf all-redeeming 5 


24z HYMNS AND 
3 I cannot love Thee little, Tor,” — 
Whenever by thy Grace reſtor'd, | : 
I T taſte how good Thou art: 
Much I ſhall love, or not at alt; 


Forgiven much, T ſurely ſhall 
Eee Thee wh oy Haw Fx 87s 


4 O glorious Hope of tes Love l. 
It lifts me up to-Things, above, 
It bears on Eagle's Wings, 
It gives my raviſh'd Soul a Taſte, 
And makes me ſor ſome Moments feat © 
With Jzsv's-Prieſts and Rings. | 


5 Rejoicing now in earneft Hop 
I ſtand, and from the dicse. ren 
See all the Land below. 
Rivers of Milk and Honey = 
And all the Fruits of Paradiſe 
In. endleſs Plenty grow. 


6 A Land of Corn, and Wine, * Oi. 
Favour'd with-Gop's peculiar Smile, 
With every Blefling/bleſt; Te 
There dwells the Lox D our Ri ghteouſnefß, 
And. keeps his own in perfect Peace, 
And en Kell. 


750 ckat I might at once go up,. 
No more on this Side Jordan ſtop, 
But now the Land poſſeſs; 
This Moment end my legal Vears, 
Sorrows, and Sins, and Doubts, and Fears, 
An . Wilderneſs ! | 


8 Now, O my Ju bring me in, 
Caſt out my. Foes ; the ii ed Sin, | 
The carnal Mind remove: | Ta 
The Purchaſe of thy Death divides; .. 
And O! with all the Sanctifid. 
Give me a Lot of Love.. fro ts 
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Tho gave Hi imſelf for u, that He might redtem 
us from ALL e Tir. ii. Fes 


ESU, Redeomer of Mankind, 
How little art Thou n 
By Sinners of a carnal Mind, 
Who claim Thee for their own. 


2 Who blaſphemouſy-call Thee Loxp | 15 
b W — they Wig > wot, 
ut make Thee, {1 
The Miniſter of Sin: m 


3 Who madly plead for Sits Remains 3 | 
While full of flaviſh Fears, 
Fancy Thou haft  thir Stains 
And fallely calbd Thee 


1 "7 
1153204 


4 O wretched Man, hd das divide. 


The Pardon and the Peace! + 11. $ 8 


In vain for Thee the Saviour 1 55 ae "Bs 
- Unleſs He ſeal thee His. 3 


5 O wretched dan; from. Gullt 0 dreams 7 9) 
Thy harden'd Conſcience freed? | 
"Whew Jes us doth a Soul redeem, -- - - 
He makes it free indeed. 3 


6 The Guilt and power with all thy a. 
Can never be disjoin d. 
Nor will Gos bid the Guilt depare, 
And leave the Power behind. 


x «7 


7 Faith, when it comes, breaks may Chain, 
And makes us truly free, ; 
But CHRIST hath died or Thee i in vain, 
Unleſs He lives 1 in Thee, 


-” 


But Liberty within? - 


A Liberty to ſerve. my Gov, 
__ to eſchew ny Bly. wo 


7 \ 


| | * * 
9 What i is our Calling lorious ;H 2] 
But inward: alling's glori yah 
For this to Ixus I look *. 
I calmly wait for this. 


. | 


ro I wait, *till He tall ond ine x clean, 
Shall Life and Power impart; / + | © | 

Give me a Faith that roots out Sin, | 
And purifies my Heart. 


11 This is the dear redeeming Grace, 
For every Sinnen fes ::: 
Surely it ſhall on me take Place, TREE 

The chief of Sinuers 2... 


12 From all Iniquity, from - 
He ſ:all my Soul redeem : 

In Jesvs I — men Inf 21K +5 

_ Believe fe nn * niet g. 


13 When Jas vs makes my Soul his Home, 
My Sin ſhall all depart: 1 

And Io! He faith, 1 y come, 
* To deanſe and ill r Heart,” WERE 


14 Be it according to thy Word, 
Redeem me from all Sin. 
My Heart would now receive Thee, Lonp, 
Come in, my Logp, come 11 ite 


* AT; 5 $4 
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DevTzRONOMY xxxiii, 26, Ve, 


N is like 7;Burow' Geb, 

So great, ſo ſtrong, ſo high, 

Lo! He — his Wings abroad, | 
He rides upon the Sky ! - 

Lfael, his firſt-born Son, | 
Gov, th' eternal God is thine, 

See Him in thy Help come down, . 
The Excellence vine. 1 | 


2 Thee the great Jenovan 1 
To ſuccour and defend, ; 

Thee th' eternal Gop ſuſtains, 1 
Thy Maker and thy Friend, 
Sinner, what haſt thou to dread | 
Safe from all impending Harms, 

Gov hath underneath thee ſpread | 
His everlaſting Arms. | | 


3 Gop i is thine ; dicken to fear 1 
The Enemy within, r 
Gov ſhall in thy Fleſh appear, 
And make an End of Sin; 
God the Man of Sin ſhall ſlay, A 
Fill thee with triumphant oy, ; 
Gov ſhall thruſt him out, and T 2 
Deitroy them all, deſtroy. 


4 All the Struggle then is o 5 1 
And Wars and Fightings ceaſe, | 
Ifrael then ſhall fin no more, 
But dwell in perfect Peace: 
All his Enemies are gone, 
Sin ſhall have in him no Part, 
ITfael now ſhall dwell alone 
With JEs us in his Heart. 
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5 In a Land of Corn and Wine 
His Lot ſhall be below, 
Comforts there, and Bleſſings join, 
And Milk and Honey flow; 
Faceb's Well is in his Soul, 
Gracious Dew his Heavens diſtil, 
Fill his Spirit already full, | 
And ſhall for ever fill. : 


6 Bleſt, O I/ae, art thou, 
What People is like thee? , 
Sav'd from Sin by Jesvs now 
Thou art, and ſtill ſhalt be; 
Ixsus is thy ſeven-fold Shield, 
* Jesvs is thy flaming Sword, 
Earth, and Hell, and Sin ſhall yield 
To Gop's almighty World. 


7 Gov's almighty Word ſhall ſtand, 
Thine Enemies ſhall fall, 
Fade away at his Command, 
And fink and periſh all: 
Liars ſhall they all be found, 
All who cried, * It cannot be, 
« Sin ſhould ever quit its Ground, 
And have Place in thee, | 


s Cnz15 ſhall make thee free indeed, 


When He appears within, 
Thou on Self and Pride ſhalt tread, 

On all the Strength of Sin, 
'Thou ſhalt more than conquer it, 
Thou ſhalt ſee it all depart, 
See it dead beneath thy Feet, 

No longer in thy Heart. 


9 Gon, the gracious Gop and true, 
Hath ſpoke the faithful Word; 
He the mighty Work ſhall do, 
Our Truſt is in the Loxp: 
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He the Mountain ſhall remove, 
Hie the Sinner ſhall eſtorc geg 
He ſhall perfect me in Love, ' © 
And IAI ˙ ĩ—Ü LT 


r 
— 2—— — 2 —_ 


Mark xi. 42, 237 24. 


i ES U, my Truſt is in thy Word, 
J Thy Promiſe I receive, | 
It ever ſtands upon Record, 
And I in Go believe. | 


Thy Truth and eee 
Which I ſhall fully prove, 
Thy Power ſhall all in me be ſhewn, 

Thine utmoſt Power of Love. | 


ta 


Such Faith in Gop, thro' Thee I have, 
I ſhall be throughly clean, 

Thou canſt, Thou wilt the Sinner fave, 
From a!l his inbred in. 


Wherefore thro? Thee to Sin 1: lay, 
This Mountain in my Heart, 
«© Be thou remov'd far hence away, 
For ever hence depart! 


(FS) 


+ 


8) 


— No more in me thy Being laſt, 
Have thou no Place in me, 
In Jzsv's Name I ſay, be caſt, 

« Be cait into the Seal”. 


6 It ſhail be ſo; I do not doubt, 
The Mountain ſhall mn: | 
Sin ſhall be ſhortly all caſt out 

Of my believing Heart. 


EY” 
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7 Whate er J aſk, I ſhall receive, g 
I aſk the perfect Power, 


That Sin no more in me may live, i 
And it ſhall live no more. 


8 I have the Things for which I _ 
And fervently defire : | 
tc v, take all my Sins away, 
Baptize me with thy Fire. 


9 J aſk, that I may do thy Will, 
As Angels do above, 
J aſk Thee all my Soul to fill 
With pure ſeraphic Love. 


10 Whate'er I aſk in Faith I have, 
As ſure as Gop is true: 
From all my Sins Thou ſoon malt ſave, 
And all my Soul renew. 


11 Things moſt impoſſible ſhall be, 
a As ſure as Gop is Power: 
And I ſhall quickly be in Thee, 
And I ſhall fin no more. 


12 Tho! Heaven and Earth away ſhall paſs, 
Thy Promiſe cannot move: 
And I ſhall tafte the perfect Grace, 
As ſure as God is Love. 


Romans iv. 16, &c. 


FW. abe of las vs Cunzsr my Lozp, - 
My Saviour, and my Head, 
I truſt in Thee, whoſe powerful Word 

Hach rais'd Him from the Dead, 
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2 Thou know'ſt for my Offence He Wi 
And roſe again for me, 
Fully and freely juſtißed, 
| That I might live to Thee. 


3 Eternal Life to all Mankind | 
Thou haſt in Jes vs given, 
And all who ſeek, in Him ſhall find _ 
The Happineſs of Heaven. 78 


4 All Nations of the Earth are bleſt N 

In Him, who would reſtore 

And take them all into his Reſt, 
And bid them ſin no more. 


- O Gov, thy Record I receive, 
In Abraham's Footſteps — 
And wait, expecting to receive 
The C RIS, the promis'd Seed. 


_ The Word | now gors forth from Thee, 


It muſt, it mult ne, 
My Jxs us ſhall be form'd in me, 
And I ſhall have a Son. 


7 Faith in thy Power Thou ſeeſt I 8 

For Thou this Faith haſt wrought, 
Dead Souls 'Thou calleft from their Grave, 

And ſpeakeſt Worlds from Nought. 


8 Thing 8 chat are not as tho they were, 
'F — calleſt by their Name, 
Preſent with Thee the future are, 
With Thee the great I AM. 


9 m H againſt all human Hope, 
Sel Lieſs Tate I believe, f 
Thy quick via Word ſhall raiſe me up, Ke 4 
Thou ſhalt le thy 3 os. L Fant | | 


_ — : 
— A, — —.— * —— —— _ — —ͤ—R 
reer 


* 
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10 According to thy faithful Word 
It ſhall to me be done, 
And I ſhall ſoon receive my Loxp, * 
And J ſhall have a Sen. 


11 Regardleſs now of Fleſh and Blood, 
Of my forlorn Eſtate, 
Town my Soul is dead to Gop, 
Tet for the Word J wait. 


12 J count not now the tedious Years 
IT have been dead in Sin, 
Bat calmly wait *till Car1sT appears, 
Till Jes us lives within. : 


13 The Thin ſurpaſſes all my Thon kt, 
d f 8 
But faithful 1s my Lord, 
Thro' Unbelief I ſtagger not, 
For Gop hath ſpoke the Word. 


14 Faith, mighty Faith the Promiſe ſees, 
And looks to that alone, E 
Laughs at Impoſſibilities, 
And cries, It ſhall be done. 


15 To Thee the Glory of thy Power, 
And Faithfulneſs I give, 
J ſhall in CHRISTH at that glad Hour, 
And Cur15T in me ſhall live. 


16 Before Thee I my Heart perſuade, 
I know that Thou art true, © | | 
Fully aſſur'd what Thou haſt ſaid | - 
Thou able art to do. 


17 Thy Truth, and Power, and Love I plead, 
On this I reſt ſecure, ; 
To all of faithful Abraham's Seed 
Ihe gracious Word is ſure. 
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18 Thy Son Thou haſt on all beſtow'd, 
That all who Him receive | 
Might die to Sin, and live to Go, *” 

o Gop alone might live. 


19 I, even I believe in Him, 

Him with my Mouth confeſs, 
And Faith, IL know, in thy Eſteem 
Is counted Righteouſneſs. 


20 Obedient Faith that waits on Thee 
| Thou never wilt reprove, 
But Thou wilt form thy Son in me, 
And perfect me in Love. 


Fight the Cos Fight of Faith. 


1 Es U, my King, to Thee I bow, 
Enliſted under thy Command, 

Captain of my Salvation, Thou 
Shalt lead me to the promis'U Land. 


2 Thou haſt a great Deliverance wrought, _ 
The Staff from off my Shoulder broke, 
Out of the Houſe of Bondage brought, 
And freed me from the Egyptian Yoke. 


3 Thine outftretch'd Arm was bar'd for me, 
For me by Earth and Hell purſu'd, 
Thine outftretch'd Arm thro? the Red-Sea 
Brought, and baptiz'd me in thy Blood. 


4 Ofer the vaſt howling Wilderneſs, 
To Canaass Bounds Thou haſt me led. 
Thou bid' me now the Land poſſeſs, 
And on thy Milk and Honey feed. 


* 4 


252 _ HYMNS AND 
5 I ſee an open Door of Hope, 
(Legions of Sins in vain oppoſe) 


Bold I with Thee, my Head, march up, 
And triumph o'er a World of Foes. 


6 Gigantic Luſts come forth to fight, 
J mark, diſdain, and all ſubdue, 
1 tread them down in Jes v's Might, 
Thro' Jesvs I can all Things do. 


7 Lo! the tall Sons of Anat riſe! 
Who can the Sons of Anat meet? 
Captain, to 'Thee I lift mine Eyes, 
And lo! they fall beneath my Feet. 


8 Paſſion, and Appetite, and Pride, 
(Pride, my old, dreadful Tyrant-Foe) 
I fee caſt down on every Side, 
And conquering I to conquer go. 


9 My Loxp, in my Behalf appears : — 
Captain, thy ry piring Eye- 
Scatters my Doubts, diſpels my Fears, 


And makes the Holt of Allens fly. 


10 Who can before my Captain ſtand? . 
Who is ſo great a King as mine? 
High over all is thy Right-hand, 
And Might and Majeſty are Thine. 


11 Jesu, my Soul takes hold on Thee, 
I arm me with thy Spirit's Might, 
Humbly aſſur'd of Victory, 
Iunderneath thy Banner fight. 


12 Thy Spirit lifts the St andard up, 
When as a Flood the Foe pours in, 
I ſee the Croſs, hold faſt my Hope, 
Believe, and more than conquer Sin. 
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13 With wy Indignation fill d.. | 
When by the Prince of Hell withſtood, 


Firm reſiſt, I graſp my Shield, 
And quench his fiery Darts in Blood. 


14 Single a thouſand Foes I chaſe, 
I turn, and blaft them with my Eyes, 
Trembles the World before my Face, 
Their Prince with all his Legions flies. 


15 Having done all, by Faith I ſtand, 
And give the Praiſe, O Lok p to Thee, 
Thy holy Arm, thine own Right-hand 
Hath got Thyſelf the Victory. 


16 Wherefore to Thee my Soul I raiſe, 
My Soul in Thee ſecurely boaſts, 
Exulta and glories in thy Praiſe, 
And triumphs in the Lok p of Hoſts. 


17 Wiſdom, and Power, and Strength, and Might, 
Thou, Loxv, artworthy to receive, 2 3 
Honour and Riches are thy Right, 

And Bleflings more than Earth can give. 


18 Help us to praiſe our glorious King, 
Ye Church of the Firſt-born above, 
Let Angels and Archangels ſing 
The Triumphs of all-conqu'ring Love. 


19 Let Earth, and all her Fulneſs ſtill 
Rejoice, his Greatneſs to proclaim, 
And everlaſting Praiſes fill EEE 
he Heaven of Heavens with Jes v's Name. 


£3 
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Lu Sd — 


7 am determi ned to know Nothing, ſave Tesus 
CHRIST, and Him Crucified. 


1 * IN, deluſive World adieu, | 
With all of Creature-Good! | 
Only Jzsvs I purſue, 
Who bought me with his Blood; 
All thy Pleaſures I forego,. 
I trample'on thy Wealth and Pride, 
Only Jas us will I know, 
And Jxs us crucified. 


Other Knowledge I diſdain, | | 
Tis all but Vanity: | | | 
CHRIST, the Lamb of Gop was ſlain;, + 
He taſted Death for me: 
Me to ſave from endleſs Woe, 
The all-atoning Victim died; 
Only Jxsus, Oc. 
3 Turning to my Reſt again, 1 | 
The Saviour J adore, 
He relieves my Grief and „ -- 
And bids me weep no more; 
Rivers of Salvation flow 
From out his Head, his 1 his Side; 
Only JIEs us, Dc. 


4 Here will I ſet up my Reſt, | 
My fluctuating Heart 
From the Haven of thy Breaſt 
Shall never more depart; 
Whither ſhould a Sinner go ? 
His Wounds for me ſtand open wide: 
Only Iss us, c. 


5 What tho' all I am is Sin, 
Sin cannot break my Peace, 
Here is Blood to waſh me clean, 
From all Unrighteouſneſs: 
This ſhall make me white as Snow, 
On this for all Things I confide: 
Only JEs us, oc. 


6 What tho' Earth and Hell engage 
To ſhake my Soul with Fear, 
Calmly I defy the Rage | 
Of Perſecution near: 
Suffering Faith ſhall brighter glow, _ 
As Gold when in the Furnace tried : 
Only Jesus, Oc. 


7 Him to know is Life and Peace, 
And Pleaſure without End: 
i his is all my Happineſs, 
On Jesvs to depend; 
Daily in his Grace to grow, 
And ever in his Faith abide: 
Only Jas us, Oc. 


8 O that I could All invite 
This ſaving Truth to prove, 
Shew the Length, and Breadth, and Height, 
And Depth of Jzsu's Love! 
Fain I would'to Sinners ſhew 
The Blood which All may feel applied: 
Only Jes us, Se. 


9 Him inall my Works I ſeek, 
Who hung upon the Tree, 
Only of his Love I ſpeak, 

Who freely dicd for me; 
While I ſojourn here below, 
Of Nothing will I think beſide; 
Only Jesvus will I know, | 
And Jesvus crucihed, 


SACRED POEMS. 255 


* 


256 HYMNS AND 


_— 


| The Same. 
1 E T the World their Virtue boaſt, 
Their Works of Righteouſneſs, 
I a Wretch undone and loſt, 
Am freely ſav'd by Grace: 
Other Title I diſclaim, 
This, only this is all my Plea, 
I the chief of Sinners am, 
But Jesvs died for me. 


2 Let the ſtronger Sons of Goo 
Their Liberty aſſert, 
Juſtly glory in the Blood | 
That made them pure in Heart ; 
| I am full of Guilt and Shame, 
, My Heart as black as Hell I ſee: 
; I the chief, &c. | 


3 Happy they, whoſe Joys abound, 
Like Fordar's ſwelling Stream, Pe of; 
Who their Heaven in ChRISs T have found, 
And give the Praiſe to Him; : 
Let them triumph in his Name, 
Enjoy their full Felicity: 
I the chief, &c. 


4 Bleft are they, entirely bleſt, 
Who can in Him rejoice, 
Lean on his beloved Breaſt, 
And hear the Bride 's Voice, 
| Meaneſt Follower of the Lamb, 
His Steps I at a Diſtance ſee: 
I the chief, c. 


5 Outward Comforts have I none, 
Or ſenſible Delight, | 
Joy is to my Soul unknown, 
My Day is turn'd to Night; 


6 


7 


8 


9 
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But my Gop is ſtill the ſame ; = 


No Shade ge Change i in Him can be : 
I the chief, &c. 


I like Gidear's 3 am found, 
Unwater'd ſtill, and dry, 
While the Dew on all around 

Falls plenteous from the Sky; 
Yet my Loxp I cannot blame, 
'The Saviour's Grace for All is tree ; 
| L the chiet, Oe. 


Still I ſee his unfelt Grace 
Deſcending from above, 
But car neither pray nor praiſe, 
Nor ſear my Goo, nor love; 
Yet He ſuffer'd, to redeem 
My Soul from all ui 
T the chief, Fad wth 


Surely He will lift me up, 
For I of Him have Need; 
J cannot give up my Hope, 
Tho' I am cold and dead, 
To bring Fire on Earth He came s | ; 
O that it now might kindled be 
I the cub, Sc, 


Jesv, Thou for me haſt died, 
And Thou in me wut live, | 
J ſhall feel thy Death applied, | 

I ſhall thy Life receive: 
Yet when melted in the Flame 

Of Love, this ſhall be all my Mew! 

I the chief of Sinners am, 

But Jas vs died for me 


co 
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Pl r the je Pr romiſe þ of Senifeation/ ee K. 
r 


OD of all Power, and Truth, and Grace, 
Which ſhall from Age to Age endure, 
| Whoſe Word, when Heaven and Earth ſhall paſs, 
Remains, and ſtands for ever fure : 


2 Calmly to Thee. my Soul Jooks ap, 
And waits thy Promiſes to prove, 
The Object of my ſtedſaſt Hope, 
The Seal of thine eternal Love. | 


3 That I thy Merey may proclaim; 2 
That all Mankind thy Truth may ek q 
| Hallow thy great n Name, 
And perfect Holineſs in me. 


4 Choſe from the World if now I ſtand, 
Adorn'd in Righteouſneſs divine ; 
If brought into the promis'd Land, 
I juſtly. call the Saviour mine: 


5 Perform the Work Thou haſt begun, 
My inmoſt Soul to Thee convert: 
Love me, for ever love thine own, . 
And fprinkie with thy Blood my Heart. 


: 6 Thy ſanctiſying Spirit pour 

T'o 12 my Thirſt, and wafh me clenn; 
Now, Father, let the gracious Shower 
Deſcend, and make me pure from Sin. 


7 Purge me from every ſinful Blot, 
My Idols all be caſt aſide; 
Cleanſe me from every evil Thought, 
From all the Filth of Self and Price. 
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$ Give me a new, a perfect Heart, 


The Mind which was in Cuz1sr i impart, 
And let my Spirit cleave to Thee. 


9 O take this Heart of Stone away, 

(Thy Sway it doth 2 
In me no longer let it fa, 

O take away this Heart of Stone. 


10 The Hatred of the Carnal Mind: 
| U— — — m | 
Give me "a tender Heart, 
And pure, arid full of þ 


11 Within me thy | 4 Spirit *. 
Spirit of and Love, ar 

Plant in me * —— 

And Sin ſhall nevet enter mom. 


12 Cauſe me to n nber my Way 
| And I thy Statutes ſhall-fulfil ;- 
In every Point thy Law:obey 


And perfedtly Pee dy wil. 


13 Haſt Thou not ſaid, who canſt not lie, 
That I 7 Law ſhall keep and do? 
Lory,'T tho! Men:deny:: e 


— 


They all are Elte, but Thou art true. | 


14 o that I now from Sixeddens'd, 


Thy Word-might tothe utmot prove! 


b 
Re Ale 


ie” There let mo ever, ever dwell, 
Be Thou my God, and L will be 
Thy Servant; O ſat to thy Seal, 
6 f 


3 
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From Doubt, and Fear, and Sorrow row, 
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16 From all remaining Filth within, © | 7 Gy 
Let me in Thee Salvation have, 
From actual and from inbred Sin,, 
My ranſom d Soul perſiſt to ſave. 


17 Waſh out my deep Original Stain, OY © 
Tell me no more, It cannot be, = 
Dæmons, or Men! The Lambiwas nail! 
His Blood was all pour d out for me: 


18 Sprinkle it, 'J=zv, on my Heart! 
One Drop of thine' all. eleanſing Blood 
Shall make my Sinfulneſs depart, 

And fill me with the Life of Gop. 


19 9 Father, ſupply my every Need, 
Suſtain the Life Thy ball g given: 
Call for the never failng Bread 5 
The Manna that comes — Heaven. 


20 The gracious Fruits of Righteouſneſs, 

Thy Bleflings unexhauſted Store 
In me abundantly increaſe, 

Nor let me ever hunger more. 


21 Let me no more in deep — 
My Leanneſs, O my Leanneſs, cry, 
Alone conſum'd with pining Want, 
Of all my Father's Children 11 


22 The painful Thirſt, the fond Deſire, 
Thy, joyous Preſence ſhall . 
While my full Soul doth ſtill 1 * 
Thy whole Bternity of Love, 271 | 


23 Holy, and true, and righteous Ry - : 
I wait to prove thy perfect Will, 
Be mindful of thy Word, 


And Kamp me N rr. 


24 Thy faithful Mercies let me find, - 
In which Thou cauſeſt me to traſt; - - 
Give me the meek and lowly Mind, _—_ 
And lay my Spirit in the 1 uſt. | 


25 Shew me how foul ebend by Gra hath RY 
* n Then eee x FM 
en Thou haſt me of Sin, 
Shew me the Fulnoſs of my Shame. 


26 Open my Faith's interior Eye: 
Diſplay thy Glory from above, 

And all I am "hall: nk, and die, 

Loſt in Atoniſhment and Loe. 


27 Confound, o'erpower. me with, Py, Grace! ! 
I would be by myſelf. 2 


a t. all Majeſty, all 
: Glory be to CRI my h 


28 Nay er mewn Patio) Hg 1 


| Now LOTT DEE oy 
Be leſs othing in thy Sight 
And feel that CyxzsT is all in all. 
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L R IS E, my Soul, ariſe, 
Shake off 55 nd Fears, 
The bleeding Sacrifice”, 1 
| In my. Behalf appears; 3 5 5 
Before the Throne my Sure ii | 
My Name is written on his H "= 


2 He ever lives above 4 — 
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His Blood aton'd for all our Race 
And ſprinkles now the Throne of Grace. | 


3 Five bleeding Wounds He bears, 
| Receiv'd on Cakoary; 


They pour effectual e 
me; 


They ſtrongly ſpeak 
Forgive . O N they cry, 


Nor let that ranſom'd Sinner die. 


4 The Father hears Him prays. 
His dear anointed One, 
He cannot turn away 
The Preſence of his gon: 
His Spirit anſwers to the Blood, 
And tells me I am nder. 


5 My Gov, j js recondil'd, N 
His par ning Voice I kbar, | 
He owns me for his Child, 
I can no longer fear, 
With Confidence, I how draw nigh. 
And F _—_— Ae ee oy! 


— — 


. 
. P «3 
2 * te _— 1 —_—_— 


Trivs i "UP 5 Se. 5 


1 W* magnify the Gift of Gov, 
The common Saviour praiſe: ; 


A Talent is on all beſtow'd, 
A Secd of laving Grace. 3 
2 To every Soul it comes enſought, 
To raife him from his Fall; DET 
To all it hath — ny bronght os 
Salvation unto all. 8 


3 From al Ungodlinely and Sin 

It teaches us to fly, 8 | 
Forbids to touch the Thing Machen. wh 
Or dut in T hought comply. 


M. Py 
2 CY 5 £4 


$3.5 > 8 A 


SACRED POEMS. 263 
4 From every earthly low Deſire,' PE. 1 * 


From every Creature-Love 
It calls, and bids our Hearts — Wy 
And ſeek the Things above. 


5 It teaches us, and not in vain, 
All Evil to eſchevw; q "iy 4 
From every Sin We now refrain, 11 10 
And every Good purſue. 


6 Sober, and juſt, abs godly heres... 
Whoe'er the Grace receive. 

With Sin and Satan ever neu. 5 

A ſinleſs Life we live. der nn 


7 Our Soul is chang'd, our Heart is clean, 
Our inward Strife is oer, 
Here in this preſent World of Sin, 
We live, and ſin no more. 


8 The Powennt Godlineſs we ſhew;. 
To carnal Minds unknown, 
And perfect Holineſs 3 
And live to Gon alone. 


9 Worthy we walk with Him in whute,.. . 


Holy and perfect here, Y 1 
Till Carr with all his Saints in Lahn 
Shall gloriouſly.appear, ft Ba 5 


10 We look for that.thrice bleſſed Hope, 
When Time and Death ſhall end. 
And CHRISAH the Judge, to take us abr 
Shall with;a Shout deſcend. 


11 Jesus, the great, tremendÞus God, | 
Our Saviour ſhall come down; n: 
To all who conquer'd thro' his Blood... 
He gives W Crown. | 
| 3 


<a 
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12 That Blood whichHe for all did med. 
To make us throughly clean, 


To ſave, and make us free indeed, 3 
From every Spot of Sin ns | 


13 For this He hong upon n the Tree, 
For this his Life He gave, 

Our Souls from all Iniquity, | 

Our ranfom'd Souls to At. 


14. A royal Prielthood to ordains 
| > holy, choſen. Seed, , 
And bring them to 2 perſect Man, 
And make them. like their Head. 


15 He died, det we en Sim anight de, | 
A And live to Gon alone; 1 1 „ | 
_He dicd; our Hearts to purify, ne. | 


And make them all *x own. 


16 This is the dear; Penh Rasa ** 
The _ doubly” bought, 


Th! Fleof Gp, who-ſought his Face, 
And found the Gop they fought. 

17 Zealous of all Works they live, | 
And all T  ſhew, A 
And dini to Gop the Sve, = 

And live his 1 1 
18 This b the Fellowſhip of Saints, 1 or 


I fee it, LoD fee 3 ;; | 3 
The Grace which anſwers e Was, 
The Grace which is forme; "Th l >- 


19 The pforious Prize Lnow purſue, ., e 4A 


Far full — 2 n ak 
And ſoon I Mall attain undo Nr 3x7 
My pranative Eſtate. 
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20 Heaven I fall have within my Breaft, -- 
Nor envy Thoſe above,, 
When taken into aa „Refs. 90 L 
And — Ls. , 72 


* } e F1 
_— : 5 . 
” #0, : . ; x | ; 
f * 4 * "2 ® ir 
— 2 2 . — 1 * Pr | 4 . 
o 1 — N 
7 „* 4 44 : 


* 


nnd. i: 


It is Time for Thee, 2 70 SH thine 
Hand; for they, have nerd thy Law. 


1582 ui. . | \ 
I  ESU, the Truth, ae, 
The Life, in us appear, 
Thy glorious Arm diſplay, 
| bring Salvation near 
The great Salvation Fhauꝰhaſt wroughe, 
Above the Reach of human Fag. þ 2 


--N Fleſk, Earth, = "Hell deny 
- The Freedom ofthy Sone, 2:41 32; 
And ſcornfully they cry 4001 4 
Where are the parſeſtiones? T 
They dare Thee all thy Power to ſne -., 
© Thou canſt not make us Saints below.” 
; ul £3 244 1 3 "SCE . N 9 
"i Anſwer = Lok, f: = 
Thy Wimeſſes call forth, © | : th 
Send out the _— 
Renew the Face of Earth; . 
Now the new · Hen vent and Bude eee, 
Neſtore us to our firſt Eſtate. LF: 
u — 22 alas a TI r 
to m and, .: 
I he Wark & worthy Thee, | 
eee +, « Ts 1 
And ſay, It cannot be! | | 
We cannot full W uur. 371. 5 
Thou canſt not to ho utmoſt ſae . 
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— Agiſe O. jealous Go I 
. "Come quickly from 576 
Thy La have 
Thy Holy hey have bee 2.8 
Thy beg Td of Liberty, 


The Law of Life. which is in Thee. 


6 With Thee the Potſherds firive, 
They give their Gop the Lie; 
They teach, We cannot live, 
| And not with Sin comply; 
Thy Word of none Effect they * 
Come, for th oy "Trath' and Merey's Safe. 


- Eternal God; eee en 
With thy vicorious Croſs, 
Thy genuine Goſpel own, 
Maintain thy right teous Cauſes 
No longer let thy Foes blaſpheme, 
Come, IEsu, mighty | to redeem! 


8 Thy Controverſy, Lon: 
| Do Thou Thyſelf decide, 
And let thy faithful Word 
he to the utmoſt tries; 
To Thee we make our bold Appeal, 
Declare tlie Counſel of eh Wil. 7 


9... bu thy Will to fare: 
Our Souls from every Sin 7 
gay, Insu, would'ſt Thon have 
Thy Righteouſneſs brought in? 
Us would'ſt Thou wholly ſanctify, 
Or have wWe, Lonxp, believ'd a Lie ? 1 


20 No, no, the Witneſs crie 7 . 
Sis KT x ws 'as Goy be, 7 


« Whoe'er on CHRIST fees, Th 


© To him the Word is ſure,” 
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And I, even I ſhall perfect be, 4: 30 
And Canter g He His Lafe in me. | 


1 Sin ſhall not , if 


tive, 
Or in our Fleſh SP | 
We did not, Los, r=" egter e 
= The Word of Truth in vain: | 
The Word of Truth ſhall make us free: N 
Teen r 


12 — 93 ＋ 7 1 
* See ee Hands 16-659. P 
n ers 0 APPERT,, - * ** r . 
e e 
And ſhew yourſelves from Sin ſet frog. | 


8 dra 2500 


13 hal obtain 
n hu ents i). eber 
from Pain, RE 190-3 
A Ty fork Sha: 1 10 N | 
We then Os Tat 5 
I rer N 


I His Call we now 
; nul eo ay, 9 
Man ſhall not tear away De Ne 
| Our Anchor or our Shield; & 
Us from the Goſpet-H6; cit town, 
Subvert our Fah 2 1 ,o=þ : W Ars 


15 F H Wits ? 
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16 The Holy One ſhall lives 3 30 


. Amd in our Hearts 11 {41 TR 
To us a FRE give Wo 
Amon 1 an AA. g 
We all ſhall fay the Work: is Ae | 


We all are perfected in ore. 


2 1 241 {ity 4 fronds”, 
en Kn tk e wh 


He that believeth- foall net make Hir. 


FL the juſt and true, 8 
IEs uv, tolus this Promiſe ſeal, 
Our Haſte of Unbelief ſabdue, 


EMA! 


And bid our fluttering Heart be fülle 


2 That Power which ſtopp'd the Mid-day. Sun, 
Turn d back the Lide, and chain 'd the Sea, 
Be in our rapid Spirit's ſhewn,. . 
And mals us truly wat on Dee. 


3 Arreſt our Nature's hendlons Courls, 
We would be. poor, depied, . 
Baffle our Skill; un- nerve dur Force, 
Our carnal Confidence o'erturn. 


i & 


3-4" Wha — * 


4 Great Helper of the Friendlef Thou, 
Thou Strength ner of the feeble Kuees, 
O let our Souls before Thee bow, 
And ink into a W pL 75 


5 We cannot fee without thy Light. 
Without thy, Light WE 200, 75 not ſee,, 
We have no Wiſdom, Help, or Might, 
But, Lonn, our Eyes are unto bee. 


6 O let us not preſume to G Zr 21 i 
The Matter out c reat Han 10 7 
— lk? 
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7 Let others ruſh with. trembling Haſte, - ' 
With eager Wrath thy Cauſe ng 

Our Soul is on thy Promiſe caſt, - 

And lol we calmly wait vas,” 


3 Tho” we our Hands do not lift up, 


The tot ring Ark ſhall never fall, 
It never ſhall to Dagon ſtoop: 
Thy Kingdom rulech over all. 


9 Stedſaſt our Anchor is, n A 
| It enters now within the Veil, TY: 
Thy Church, immoveably — as 7% 
| Dffesthe Powets of Barth und Hell 


Y 


5 NN 


Fes the OY 


one. 0 Thou greater chan our leert, 
And make thy faithful Mercies known, 
The Mind which was in Thee impart, 
Thy conſtant Mind-in ns-be ſhewn. 


2 From A ſet our Spirits free, - if ; 
1 not thy —— \ ty 
In Patience let us wait on Thee. 
An ny Ger Hon En: $4 154 6 


3 Jesv, to whoſe ſupreme Cammgnd 


(All Thingsin Heaven, Barth, Hell fubmit, 
on u 
, And Seipel a ink beneath thy Feet. 


4 O let ws by yes hide, {5 wat 
Thee only, Thee reſolve to know, + 58 
The Lamb for Sinners crutified, . 5 
A World to fave from endleſs Wo. * 


1 

"1 

| 
| 
: 
}4 
f 
} 
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Take us into thy Peoples Red and rc 
r 8 
With th meeck piri r 1 . 


6 Lift up, ll fix our ſtedfaſt:Eyeyo 7 5 t 2 
On Thee che Father's fav'riteSon; © + 
Thee our great Head, gone up onchigh, - 

Firm on thy everlaſting Throge.-:  -.-/. 


Tho' Earth and Hell thy Rule 
4 The Loa i Kin — 


Till Satan, Sin, and all dy Foes,” 


8 Jesv,, for this we calmly wait, - 
D let our Eyes behold Thee near, | 
Haſten to make our Heaven compleat, - 


OO POT Tr ee TY 


| Part the Third, 


UA almighty 0 


Our Souls thy Truth we ſlay, 
Accompliſh. 8 thy by Kathe N 
And give, O give us all one Way. 


2 O let us all join Hand in Hand, 
| Who ſeek Redemption in thy Blood, 
Faſt in one Mind and s irs Row, 
And build the 


3 Thou only aug ur Wilt enrrou, | . 
Our wild Paſſions bind, 

| Tame the old Adam in our Soul; + 

| Aud make ws of ons Heart and Min, © 


—.— 2 * 2 
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4 Speak but the reconciling Word. E' 2 
The Winds thall ceaſe, the Waves ſubſide, 
We all hall-praiſe our common Leas; 
Our Js2vs, 9 W 


5 Giver of Peace and L 
Send down thy — 
\ We all ſhall then in ane agree, 
And breche dhe Spirit of thy Ib: 


6 We all ſhall-think and ſpeak the ſamme 
Leſſon of thy Grace, 
One undivided Cz 1sT proclaim, - 
And jointly glory in thy Fra. 


7 O let us take a ſofter Moulde 220 2 
Blended and ———— ral 0 
Under one pe l ene W fia Ef 

Where all is 


8 Regard thine own eternal Pres | 
And ſend a peaceful Anſwer down, 
To us thy Father's Name declare, 
Unite, and perfect us in One. 5 


9 80 ſhall the World believe, and rv os . 1 
That God hath ſent Thee from above, 


When Thou art ſeen in us below. 
And every Soul AY 1 Love. | 

o wh ETA | 

Ty . PT wy 


HE Load is King, and.Earth-ſubmits, , 4 
| Howe'er impatient, to his ES k | : 
Between the Cherubim He fits, +: 
And makes. his reſtleſs Foes obey. . 


AS 


Ia 1 5 Sr 
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2 All Power is to our IꝝEs us given, 

O'er Earth's rebellious Sons He rei 


He mildly rules the Hoſts of Heaven, j 
And holds the Powers of Hell in Chains. 


3 In vain doth Satan ra rage his Hour; 
Beyond his Chain he cannot go,. 

Our Ixs vs ſhall ſtir up his Power, 
And ſoon avenge us of our Foe. 


4 Jesvs ſhall his great Arm reveal, : 
JEs us, the Woman's conquering Seed, 
(Tho' now the Serpent bruiſe his Heel) 
Jes vs ſhall bruiſe the Serpent Heri. 


5 The Enemy his Tares hath ſown, 
But Cax1sT ſhall ſhortly root up, 
Shall caſt the dire Accuſer down, N 
And diſappoint his Children's Hope; 


6 Shall ſtill the proud Ph;E/inv's Noiſe, 
Baffle the Sons of Unbelief, 


Nor long permit them to rejoice, 
But turn their Triumph into Grief. 


7 Come, 12 Loxy, the Rebels um, 
tter thy Foes, victorious King, 
And Garth and A/eelon ſhall mourn, 
| CO MED Sans of Go ſhall ſing; 


| 8 Shall magnify the ſovereign Grace 
Of Him | at fits upon the Throne, 
And Earth and Heaven conſpire to praiſe 
Jenovan, and ies congetring Son. 


— * 8 * 88 
4 
je 
7 4 
4 * » o 1. 
. 1 b ; i 
. * 7 
- l , R i ! 
1 
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* 6 7 5 " - « 
"= 2 * EE HIS 1 2 4 a 
- 5 F 7 h 


_ TheLoRD's PRAYER paraphraſed. 


: JPATHER of All, whoſe powerful Voice 
Call'd forth this univerſal Frame, 

Whoſe Mercies over All rejoice, 
Thro' endleſs Ages ſtill the ſame; 

Thou by thy Word upholdeſt All; 
Thy bounteous Love to All is ſhew'd, 

Thou hear'ft thy every Creature's Call, 

And filleſt every Mouth v/ith Good. 


2 In Heaven Thou reign'ſt, enthron'd in Light, 
Nature's Expanſe beneath Thee ſpread, 
Earth, Air 8 Sea before thy Sight, 
And Hell's deep Glooin are open laid: 
Wiſdom, and Might, and Love are Thine, 
Proſtrate before thy Face we fall, 
Confeſs thine Attributes Divine, 
And hail the ſovereign Loan of All. 


3 Thee, ſovereign Lon p, let All confeſs, 
That moves in Earth, or Air, or Sky, 
Revere thy Power, thy Goodneſs bleſs, 
Tremble before thy piercing Eye. 
All ye who owe to Him your Birth, 
In Praiſe your every Hour employ; 
JeHovaH reigns! Be glad, O h, 
And ſhout, ye Morning Stars, for Joy. 


4 Son of thy Sire's eternal Love, 
| Take to Thyſelf thy mighty Power; 
Let all Earth's Sons thy Mercy prove, 

Let all thy bleeding Grace adore. 

The Triumphs of thy Love diſplay, 

In every Heart reign Thou alone, 
Till all thy Foes confeſs thy Sway, 
And Glory ends what Grace begun.. 
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x Spirit of Grace, and Health, and Power, 
Fountain of Light and Love below, 
Abroad thine healing Influence ſhower, 
O'er all the Nations let it flow. 
Inflame our Hearts with perfect Love, 
In us the Work of Faith fulfil ; 
So not Heaven's Hoſt ſhall ſwifter move 
Than we on Earth to do thy Will. 


6 Father, 'tis Thine each Day to yield 
Thy Childrens Wants a freſh Supply, 
Thou eloath'ſt the Lillies of the Field. 
And heareſt the young Ravens cry: 
On Thee we caſt our Care; we live | 
Thro' Thee, who-know'ft our every Need; 
O feed us with thy Grace, and give 
Our Souls this Day the living Bread. 


7 Eternal, ſpotleſs Lamb of Gop, , 
Before the World's Foundation ſlain, 
Sprinkle us ever with thy Blood, 
O cleanſe, and keep uz ever clean. 
To every Soul. (all Praiſe to Thee), 
Our Bowels of Compaſſion move, 
And all Mankind by this may fee 
Gov is in us; for Gop is Love. 


8 Giver, and Loxp of Life, whoſe Power 
And Guardian Care for All are free, 
To Thee in fierce Temptation's Hour 
From Sin and Satan let us fle. 
Thine, Loa p, we are, and ours Thou art, 

In us be all thy Goodneſs ſnewd, 
Renew, enlarge, and fill our Heart | 
With Peace, and Joy, and Heaven, and Go,. 


9 Bleſſing and Honour; Praiſe and Love, 
Co- equal, Co- eterpal Three, 
In Earth below, and Heaven above, 
By all thy Works be paid to I lies. 


„ 
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= 2 Holy, Thine the Kingdom is, PR 
The Power omnipotent is Tai 
And when created Nature dies, 
Thy never-ceaſing Glories think. i 


—— RY ——_— q * - 2 mn _— 


RE. ti 4, 5, 6. | 


THAT the Life-infulng Grace, 
The pure and perfect Peace of Gop, 
Might now deſcend on Iſrael's Race, 
The Church He purchaſed with his Blood. 


2 The Souls peculiarly his own 
On them the choiceft Gifts defend * 
From Him that ſitteth on the Throne, 
Antient of Days. which never end. 


3 He was from : all Eternity, | 
Pure Eſſence, Life, and Light, Fore Power, . 
He is when ime no more ſhall be; | 

| Her Is, and fall be eyermore. | 


4 From Gov to al his Church 
From the ſeven Spirits before his Throne, 
From Iꝝs vs ler the Bleſſing flow, | 
__ P- is Gov's co-equal Son. 


815 


5 The true and Faithful Witneſs He, 
The Firſt-begotten of the Deadj, 
1 of the Kin — — Thee 


6 Amazing Height of Lon Divinet. 
> We praiſe with all thy Hoſts above 
Th' unutterably great Deſign, 
The Weh of n eee Love. 


Aag 
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7 From actual, and from inbred 8in * 
Us Thou haſt waſſid in thine own Eleod, 

Thy Blood hath more than made us clean, 

Fath made us Kings and Prieſts to Go p. 


8 Wherefore to Thee all-Honour, Praiſe; + 
Dominion, Power, and Thanks we give,. 
While to the Glory of thy Grace 
Through all Eternity we live. 


VERSE 7. 


EHOLD He comes; and every Eye 
Shall fee: Him in the Clouds draw near! 
Ihe Judge, to thoſe who made Him die 
In vain, ſhalt terribly appear : 


2 Who pierc'd Him by their Sins beneath, 
Expos'd afreſh, and crucified, 
Renounc'd their Intereſt in his Death, 
And bought by Him, their Loxp denied; 


3 Rebellious Worms, they would not take 
The Grace He waited long to give, 
But caſt his Words behind their Back, 
And would not come to Him, and live, 


4 Him ſhall they fee with Wrath return, 
Gainſt thoſe who made his Offers vain, - 
And all the 'Fribes'o&-Earth-ſhall mourn, 
Adjudg'd to everlaſting Pain. 


— 


.wW 


5. The unbelieving World ſhall wail, 
And gnaw their Tongues and 9 werken. 
But we, who let his Grace prevail, 


1 5 Sball never taſte that ſecond Death. 
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6 We with our Lond ſhall always live; 


The Gop of our Salvation praiſe, v7 
Ta Him alone rejoĩce to-give*. 
The Glory, of his ſovereign Grace; 


7 Come, gracious Lozp, we wait thy Day, 
We languiſn to be taken Home; 
No — let thy Chariot ſtayaʒ 
Come, gracious Log p, to judgment come. 


VERSES LO, n 


NAY, which 5 you would ſee the Loca? 
Yeall may now obtain the Grace, | 
Behold Him in the written Word, 
Where Job unveils the Saviour's Face: 


2 _ as the Trum ts Voice He ſpeaks. 
'To every Soul that turns his Ear, 
Amidſt the er Candleſticks 
He walks: and- lot: He now is Here. 


3 Preſent to all believing Soul: „ 
They ſee Him with an Eagle's Eye: | 
Down to his Feet a Garment rolls, 
Stain'd with a glorious crimſon Dye. 85 


4 A Golden Girdle binds his Breaſt, 1 


* 


(Whence Streams of Conſolation flow, 
Milk for his new-born Babes, who reſt | 
In Him, nor ether Comforts know). 


5 His Form is as the, Son of Men. 9 

His Eyes are as a Flame of Fire; E 

They dart a Sin-canſuming Fin 
And Life, and Joy Joes inſpire. 
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6 His ſpotleſs Purity of Soul 
We by a lovely Emblem know, 
His Head and Hairs are white as Wool, 
White are they as the driven SnoW. 


7 Glitter his Feet like poliſh'd Braſs, . 
That long hath in the Furnace ſhone, _ 
Brighter than Lightning is his Face, 
Brighter than the meridian Syn. 


8 As many Waters ſounds his Word, 
Seven Stars He holds in his Right-hand, 
Out of his Mouth a two-edg'd Sword 
Goes forth: before it who can ſtand? 


9 Loxd, at thy Feet we fall as dead, 
Lay thy Right-hand upon our Soul, 
Scatter our Fears, thy Spirit ſhed, - 
And all our Unbelief controul. 


10 Tell us, I:;am the Firſt and Laſt,,  - 
« Who liv'd and died for All am II. 
« And lo! my bitter Death is - * 5 
« And lo! I live no more to die. 


11“ J have the Keys of Death and Hell.“ 
Amen! thy Record we receive, 
And wait, till Thou our Spirits ſeal, 
And All in All for ever live. 


— — . 
— — a 


"4 


; , 
= — - . E Y 
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A Prayer for the Biſhops. 
1 Aw near, O Son ef Gov, Graw nes 
Us with thy flaming Eyes behold, 


Still in thy falling Church appear, 
And let our Candtleſtick b Gele. K 


\ 
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2 Still hold the Stars in thy Right-hand, - 
And let them in thy Luſtre glow, 
The Lights of a benighted Land, | 
The Angels of thy Church below. 


3 Make good their apoſtolic Boaſt, 
Ther high Commiſſion let them prove, 
Be r of the Holy Ghoſt, + 
And fill'd with Faith, and Hope, and Love. 


4 The worthy Succeſſors of thoſe 
| Who firft adorn'd the facred Line; 
Bold let them ſtand before their Foes, _ 
And dare aſſert their Right divine. 


5 Their Hearts from Things of Earch remove, 
Sprinkle them; Lox'n, from Sin and Fear, 
Fix their Affection all above, 1G 18168552 
And lay up all their Treaſure there. 
< Give them an Ear to hear the Word- 
Thou ſpeakeſt to thy Churches now; 


And let all Tongues confeſs their Loxp, 
And let all Knees to JESUS bow. 


£ 
a. 


_ * 


| A Prayer for Labourers. 


1 ORD of the Harveſt, hear 
| Thy needy Servants Cry ; 
Anſwer our Faith's effectual Prayer, 
And all our Wants ſupply. 


2 On Thee we humbly wait, 
Our Wants are in thy Vißẽw : 

The Harveſt, truly, Loa p, is great. 
The Labourers are few. | 
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Convert, and ſend forth more 
Into thy Church abroad, 


And let them ſpeak thy Word of Power. | 
As Workers with their Goo. 


Give the pure Goſpel-Word, 

The, Word of general Grace, 
Thee let chem preach, the common Loss. | 

Saviour of human Race. 


5 © let them ſpread thy Name, 
Their Miſſion fully prove, 
Thine univerſal Grace protlaim 
Thine all- redeeming Love. 


. On all Mankind, forgiven, 
Empower them ful to call, 
And tell each Creature under Heaven 


That Thou haſt died for All. | 
an — . — ARTE 
: f „ 975 77711 ; g 3 net 4 179 1 | . | 
Auother. 1 21 


See. Lon b, with yearning Bowels ſee 
oor Souls, that cannot find the * 
Till fought, and gather'd i in by Thee. 


2 Loſt are they now, and ſcatter'd wide, 
In Pain, and Wearineſs, and Want, 

With no kind Shepherd near to guide 
The Sick, and Spiritleſs, and Faint. 


3 Thou, only Thou, the kihd, and good, 
And Sheep-xedeeming Shepherd art, 
Collect thy Flock, and give them Hood, 
And Paſtors alter Guns own Heart. 


2 ESU, thy wand'ring Sheep behold! 
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4 Give the pure Word of genera! Grace, 
And great ſhall be the Preachers Crowd, 
Preachers, who all the ſinfi Race 
Point to the Al-atohing Blo 


5 Open their Mouth and 8 givo, 

Give them a rumpet - Voice to call 

A World, who all may turn and live 
Thro? Faith in Him that died for Al. 


6 In every Moraper reveal 
| The Grace hoy ch — free, 
That each may by I thy Spi Spirit tell | 
He died for All, who died for me.” 


7 A double Portion from above | 
Of that all-quick ni irit epa, 
Shed forth thine unive al gs 3774 
In every faithful Paſtor's Heart. 


8 Thy only Glory let them. ſeek, 
Oilet their Hearts with Love o 'erflow, 
Let them believe, and therefore (| 
And ſpread thy Mercy's Praiſe clow. | 


Mercy for All, be all their Song, 
Mercy which every Soul may claim, 
Mercy which doth to All belong, 
Mercy for All in IJxsv's Name. 


10 To Thee for all Men lifted up, 
O let them ſtill their Witneſs bear, 
And ſhouting from — »- 
The SIO * tke World declare. 


11 hi He w willeth not the Se Death, 12 
died fbr All, He none paſs'd by, * 

10 Since we world now reſign our Breath, 

For every Soul of Man would die.” 
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— — 
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Unto the Angelof the Church of Epheſus, write, & o. 
Rev. ii. 1, &c. . 


I THOU that-doſt the Churches bear, 
| The Stars in = Right-hand uphold, 
| Who walkeſt now wi 2 Care | 
Amidſt the Candleſticks of Gold: 


2 Poor, guilty, abject Worms to Thee 
In dur declining State 4 call, 
See thy degenerate People, ſee, 
Notte our tottering Sion fall, 


3 Our Works of Faith Thou once didſt know, 
Our patient Hope, and labouring Love: 
We would not bear thy Romiſh Foe, 
We dar'd that Antichriſt reprove. 


4 we tried him by the written Word, 
Thre all his Snares and Fetters broke, 


As Satar's Succeffor abhor'd, _ 
And caft away his Iron Yoke. 


5 Him, and his God, and Sin, and Death 
We more than conquer d thro? thy Name; 
The Witneſſes reſi 4 their Breath, 2 

And clapt their Hands amidſt the Flame. 


6 For their dear ſuffering Saviour's Sake, 
Immoveable the Champions ſtood, 
Nor fainted at the Rack, or Stake, | 
But wat'red all the Church with Blood. 


7 Yet O! how quickly, Loxp, haſt Thou 
| Whereof thy People to reprove ? 
Fallen alas! Thou ſeeſt us now, 
We now have left our former Love. 
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8 Our Wine with Water mixt, our Gold 
Is dim, our Shipwreck'd Faith is dead, 
No more our Tokens we bchold, 


all co Heaveware fed. "3.5 


9 O could we * to mind the Grace, 
The glorious Grace from which we fell, 
Live oer again the antient Days, | 
And do the Work Thou ov. well! 


10 O that we might thro' Thee repent, / 
| And timely turn to Thee, and ve! 
So ſhould thy Grace our Doom prevent, 
Thou wouldſt abundantly forgive. 


| 11 Before Thou doſt in Vengeance come, 
=. Our Candleſtick: far off remove, 
And fix th' unalterable Dom: 
O let us weep, believe, aud love. : 


12 Call on us, by thy Spirit 3 
Yet once again our Church Res 


Shew us thy Grace is over All, 
And life U us up to fall no more. "A 
25 Venen 7. 


EAR all that will, the Sx Pirit hear, 
What He to all the Cudcher fith, 
Fight the good Fight, till CHRIST 
> "And give the, Prize to ah aith, 


2 „ The Tice of Immortalit N 
« Which in the midſt o F dn "TY 
«« The Conqueror's due Reward ſhall be, 
7M Tho n by e | 
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3 *I will remove the Sword of Flame; 
lt firſt ſhall the Old Adam lay) 
The Tree of Life Myſelf I am, 

« And open to Myſelf the Way.” 


4 To Him that overcomes, at laſt 
Surely I will my Fulneſs give, 
He of the Tree of Life ſhall taſte, 
And free from Sin for ever live. 


— — 


Unto the Angel of the Church in Smyrna, Sc. 
VERSES 8, 9, Sc. 


1 T FEAR Jas uv, hear, the Firſt and Laſt, 
- The Alpha and Omega Thou, 
Who once for every Man didft taſte 

Of Death, and ever liveſt now. 


2 Still let thy gracious Spirit ſtrive, 
And conquer a rebellious Race, 

In us thine ancient Work revive, 
Thy ſanctifying Work of Grace. 


3 O that to Thee our Deeds were known, 


Acknowledg'd and approv'd by Thee, 
Such as Thou didſt in Smyrna own, 
Such as in us Thou once didft fee! 


4 The patient, meek, and lowly Mind, 
| True Poverty of Spirit beſtow, 
And rich in Faith we'll caſt behind 

Whate'er of Good appears below. 


5 We then the Power of Faith ſhall prove, 
Nor ſhrink from Perſecution near, 
But more than conquer in thy Love, 


Thuy perfect Love which caſts out Fear. 
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6 Tho? Earth and Hell at once engage, 
e. Fiends, ny formal Saints conſpire, 
e Synagogue of Satan rage, | 
And threaten us with Racks and Fire ; 


7 Bold ſhall we ſtand in thy pou Might, 
For ſesv's Sake count all Things Loſs, 
With Beaſts, and Men, and Devils ſight 
Beneath the Banner of thy Croſs. 


8 Shall Satan into Priſon caſt? 
To Prifon we with Canis will go, 
And gladly bear till all are paſt, : 
Theſe light Afflictions here below. 


9 But make us faithful unto Death: 
But arm us in that fiery Hour, | 
And we ſhall all obtain the Wreath, 
And die for God, to die no more. 


TIT "Wt 


— — —_ * _ * — — — 
9 


To the Angel of the Church in Pergamos. 
VERSES 12, 13, &c. 


1 THOU, that haſt the two-edg'd Sword, 
Let us thy warning Voice receive, 
Give us an Ear to hear thy Word, 
_ Give us to tremble and believe. 3 


2 We dwell where Satan keeps his Seat: 
Our Fathers would not Thee diſclaim, 
They would not to thy Foes ſubmit, - 
But kept the Faith, and held thy Name. 


3 They held it faſt in evil Days; 
Faithful to Thee the Martyrs ſtood, 
And turn'd againſt the Storm their Face, 
And ftrove, __—_ unto Blood. 
h 2 
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4 But we alas! deſerve thy Blame, 
For tamely bearing with thy Foes, 
Who dare deny the Saviour's Name, 
And all thy Goſpel Truths oppoſe. 


5 The Devil's Factors ſtill we hear, 
The ſinſul Advocates for Sin, 
Who cauſe the little Ones to err, 
And teach, they never can be clean. 


6 We ſuffer them for Sin to plead, 
Still they promote the Devil's Cauſe, 
Deny that 'Thou for All haſt bled, 
And Ram the Glory of thy Croſs. 


7 Before thy Peoples Face they caſt _ 
The Stumbling-block of Creature-love, 
The Power of Sin muſt always laſt, | 
% The Power Thou never canſt remove.“ 


'$ * ſpeak; and we to IIl inclinꝰd 

| Have gladly drank the Poiſon in, 
And gratified the carnal Mind, 
The Idol of indwelling Sin. 


9 But let us plead for Sin no more, — ” 
But let the Stumbling-block depart, 


Our vile Idolatries be o'er, $=" + 


Thane, only Thine be all our Heart. 


10 Lord, we renounce whoe'er oppoſe, 
And fight againſt thy ſaving Power; 
Conſume not us among thy Foes, . 
Nor let thy two-edgꝰ d: Sword devour.. 


11. O let us of thy Strength take hold, 
Thine utmoſt Promiſes embrace, 
The Finiſher of Faith behold, 
The Gop of all- victorious Grace. 
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12 To him that conquers in thy Might, 
Thou wilt the hidden Manna give, 
Thou haſt obtain'd it as thy Right, 
And he ſhall thy Deſerts receive. 


13 Thou, Los, wilt give him a white Stone, 
A new, myſterious Name impart, 
To none bat the Receiver known, 
CHRIST IN: A PURE. AND SINLESS HEART. 


— 


Unto the Angel of the Church in Thyatira. 
sts 18. 19, Oh 


SON of God, whoſe flaming Eyes 
A Sin-coaſaming Virtue dart, 
To ſcatter all thy Foes, ” ariſe, 
And ſearch, and parify our Heart. 


2 Lift up thy Feet of burniſt'd Braſs, | 
Satan, the World, and Sin tread _—_— 
Pity a frowerd, f. : hleſs Race, of 
And call us yet again thine own. 


3 The Service which our Fathers paid, 
The Faith thou didſt in them approve, 

Of this we now have Sbipwreck made, 
And loſt our Hope, and left our Love. 


4 The Prophets of ſmooth Things we hear, 
Who all thy Promiſes deny, 
Entrap thy Servants in their Snare, 
And catch them with a ſoothing Lie. 


5 They teach them Things unclean to eat, 
To fold their Arms, and take their Eaſe, 
Spiritual Whoredom to commit, 
Mammon and Non 5 once to pleaſe. 
Peg 
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6 Darkneſs they make with Light agree, . 
And Heaven with Hell, and Cyr1sT with Sin, 


They ſay, the Gop of Purity | 
Dwells in a Cage of Birds unclean, 


7 Great Searcher of the Heart and Reins, 
Whoſe Eyes our inmoſt Subſtance ſee, 
Who doſt to All Rewards and Pains 
According to their Works decree; - 


8 Avert from us the heavy Doom 
Of ſuch Deniers of their Lox p; 
(Whoſe Wrath ſhall to the utmoſt come 
On all who dare corrupt his Word) 


9 On us no other Burden lay, 
On us, and all who have not known 
What Satan and his Preachers ſay, 
But ſtill for full Redemption groan. 


10 Our Knees comfirm, our Hands lift up, | 
| Our Hearts from 'Things of Earth remove, 
And guide into a patient Hope, | 
And looking for thy perfect Love. 


11 Let us hold faſt the Pledge of Good, 
| The Grace Thou haſt already given, 
Till all our Hearts are thine Abode, 
And find in Fhee their preſent Heaven. 


12 O let us conquer all our Foes, 
And active to the End endure, 
Maintain thy Works whoe'er oppoſe; 
To working Faith the Word is ſure, 


13 Power over Hell, and Earth, and Sin, 
The lawful Conqueror ſhall receive, 
An everlaſting Power brought in, 
Power without Fear or Sin to live. 
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14 Power to-o'erturn, ſubdue, controul 
The Nations with an Iron Rod, 
Implanted in the new-born Soul 
The Wiſdom and the Power of Gop. 


15 Power over Sins, to hew and ſlay 
Them all with a continued Stroke,. 
And ſcatter as the Potter's Clay, 
As Veſſels into Shivers broke. 


16 Power to maintain his Victory, 
The perfect Life of Faith to live, 
Power as the Father gave to Thee, 
Thou to the conqu'ring Soul wilt give; 


17 Wilt give him the bright Morning- ſtar: 
Ihe Morning-ſtar, O CHRIST, Thou art, 
And lo! we ſee Thee gleam from far, 
And wait thy Riſing in our Heart! 


— 


To the Angel of the Church in Sardis. CHAP. 
e Vn, , 3 00 


I THOU, whoſe Eyes run to and fro. 
| () Thro' Earth, and every Creature ſee, 
What is it which Thou doſt not know ?- 
All Things are manifeſt to Thee. 


2 Thou haſt the Spirits, Seven and One, 
Thou haſt the Stars in thy Right-hand, 
And all our Works to Thee are * „ 


How ſhall we in thy Judgment ſtand ? 


3 Thou know'ſt we take in vain thy Name, 
While dead in Treſpaſſes we live, | 
Thee for our Loxp we falſely claim, 
While to the World our Hearts we give. 
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4 A powerleſs Form, a lifeleſs Sound, 

Our Works as Vanity are light, 
Wanting, alas! they all are found, 


And worſe than Nothing in thy Sight. 


5 O that we now might turn again, 
And cheriſh the laſt Spark of Grace, 
Strengthen the Things that yet-remain, 
And call to mind the antient Days. 


6 Surely we did thy Faith receive, 
We heard with Joy the Goſpel- Word; 
O let us now repent and live, 
And watch to apprehend our Loxp; 


7 Stir ourſelves up, renounce our Eaſe, 
Before thy ſudden Judgments come, 
And watch, and pray, and never ccaſe, 
Till Thou repeat the threat'ning Doom. 


8 A few Thou ſtill haſt left, who ſtand 
And deprecate th' impending Blow, 
ProteRors of a guilty Land, e 
And Guardian Angels here below. 


9 They, by thy Mercy reconcil'd, 
For our unhappy Sardis plead, 
Harmleſs, and pure, and undefil'd, 
They ever in thy Footſteps tread. 


10 Before they ſee the Realms of Light, 
Deſerving here thro' thy Deſert, 
Worthy they walk with Thee in White, 
In ſpotleſs Purity of Heart, 


11 Partakers of the Life Divine, 

Who in the Fight of Faith o'ercome,. 

They all ſhall in thine Image ſhine, 
Made ready for their. heavenly Home. 
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12 They here ſhall be redeem'd from Sin, 
Shall here put on their glorious Dreſs, 
Fine Linnen, pure, and white, and clean, 
The Saints inherent Righteouſneſs. 


13 Love, perfect Love expels all Doubt, 
Love makes them to the End endure, 


Their Names Thou never wilt blot out, 
Their Life is hid,. their Heart is pure, 


14 Their Names Thou wilt vouchſafe to own 
Before thy Father's Majeſty, 
Pronounce them good, and ſay, Well done, 
Enter, and ever reign with me!” 


„ F * 


To the Angel of the Church in Philadelphia. 
VERSE 7, c. 


1 O LV. and true, who haſt the Key 
Of David, full of Grace and Power, 
None opens what is ſhut by Thee, 
And none can ſhut thy open Door. 


2 O help thy little Church below, 
Noted. for, their fraternal Love, 
Accept us in Thyſelf, and know 
Our Souls, and all our Warks approve. 


3 Open a Door to preach thy Word, 
Which neither Earth nor Hell can cloſe; 
Let all proclaim the common Log, 
Who died to ſave a World of Foes. 


4 A little Strength Thou ſeeſt we have, 
We truſt that Thou art ſtill the ſame, 

Save, Jesv, to the utmoſt ſave | 
Thy People, who confeſs thy Name. 


292 HYMNS AND 
5 We dare not give our Gov the Lie, 
Saviour from Sin, we Thee receive, 


Tho' Satar's Syn e deny, 
We here a nl ife ſhall live, | 


6 Who falſely call themſelves thine own, 
Shall then indignantly ſubmit, | 
Thy mighty Hand ſhall caſt them down, 
And make them bow before our Feet. 


7 Then all the Advocates for Sin, 
The carnal Sz/-ele# ſhall know, | 
Thy Blood hath made us throughly clean, 
And waſh'd from all our Sins below. 


8 Thy — by Faith applied, 
Gave us a Love that caſt out Fear, 
And lo! wich All the Sanctified Js 
We plead fop a Perfection here! 


9 But let us to the End endure, 
Nor ever let thy Promiſe go, | 
Till all our Hearts, and Lives are pure, 
And every Soul is white as Snow. 


10 Let us thy Word of Patience keep, 
Nor from the Goſpel- Hope remove, 
But ſow in Confidence, to reap 
The Harveſt of thy perfe& Love. 


11 $0 ſhall thy Grac? our Souls preſerve. 
From ſore Temptation's fiery Hour, 
When all who plead for Sin ſhall ſwerve, 
And fall, perhaps to riſe no more. 


12 We know Thou wilt not long delay, 
| Let no Seducer caſt us down, _ 

Or tear our Confidence away, 
Or ſpoil us of the promis d Cron. 
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13 The Crown the Conqueror here receives, 


Who the good Fight of Faith hath won, 
While without Fear or Sin he lives, 


He lives to God, and Gov alone. 


14 Eſtabliſb- d by Almi my Hands 


He ſhews forth all thy Grace and Power, 
In Gop's eternal Temple ſtands 


A Pillar, and goes out no more. 


15 The Name and City of thy Gov 
Thou didit to him on Earth impart, 
And ſhed'ſt thy perfect Love abroad, 
And wrote thy Nature on his Heart. 


16 Thy Father here Thou didſt reveal, 
To him Thou here Thyſelf haſt given, 
And mark'd him with the Spirit's Seal, 
A Citizen and Heir of Heaven. 


17 This is our glorious Calling's Prize, 
Saviour, at this our Wiſhes aim; 
Reſtore us to our Paradiſe, 
Inſcribe us, Lox p, with thy new Name. 


18 To all whom Thou haſt given an Ear, 
The perfect Grace make Haſte to give, 
And fanQify us wholly here, 
And to thy Heaven of Heavens receive. 


a , 4 td hs 


il... 
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Uto the PE f the Church of the Laodiceans. 
VERSE 14, &c. 


MEN to all that God hath ſaid, 
Witneſs Divine, the Juſt, and True, 
Who waſt before the Worlds were made, 


Whoſe Being no * knew; 
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2 Wich guilty Self-condemning Fear, 
With humble Self- abaſing Shame, 


Thy Spirit's dreadful Charge we hear, 
Nor dare throw off th' imputed Blame. 


3 Gop of unſpotted Purity, 
Us, and our Works canſt Thou behold ? 
Juſtly we are abhor'd by Thee, 
For we are neither hot nor cold. 


4 We call Thee Load, thy Faith profeſs, 
But do not from our Hearts obey, 
In ſoft Laodicean Eaſe 
We ſleep our uſeleſs Lives away. 


5 We live in Pleaſures, and are dead, 
In Search of Fame and Wealth we live, 
Commanded in thy Steps to tread, 
We ſeek ſometimes, but never firive. 


6 A lifeleſs Form we till retain, 
Of this we make our empty Boaſt, 
Nor know the Name we take in vain: 


The Power of Godlineſs is loft. 


7 The Power we daringly deny, 
A fancied Good, a Madman's Dream, 
The Truth itſelf we deem a Lie, 
The promis'd Holy Ghoſt —— 


8 How long, great Gop, have we appear'd 
| Abominable in thy Sight! 
Better that we had never heard 

T by Word, or ſeen the Goſpel-Light. 


Better that we had never known 

The Way to Heaven thro? ſaving G 
Than baſely in our Lives difown, 

Ang ſlight, and mock T hee to thy Face. 
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to Thou rather wouldſt that we were cold, 
TLhhan ſeem to ſerve Thee without Zeal, 

Leſs guilty, if with thoſe of old, 
We worſhip'd Thor and Moden ſtill. 


11 Leſs grievous will the Judgment-day 
To Sodom and Gomorrah prove, 
Than us who caſt our Faith away, 
And trample on thy richer Love. 


Part the Second. 


1 5 T ſtill we glory in thy Name, 
OCurisrT, as tho' we knew thy Grace, 
Thee with unhallow'd Lips we claim, 


A lukewarm, worſe than heathen Race. = 
2 We ſay, that we with Goods abound, 


Are rich, and full, and need no more, 
Nor know that we are wretched found | 
With Thee, and bare, and blind, and poor. 


3 O let us our own. Works forſake, 
Ourſelves, and all we have, deny, 
Thy condeſcending: Counſel take, 
And come to Thee pure Gold to buy. 


4 Gold, that can bear the fiery Teſt, 
And make the Buyer rich indeed; 

Adorn us in the Milk- white Veſt, 
And over us thy Mantle fpread. 


5 When this unſpotted Robe we wear, 
Our Sins are cover'd all by Thee, 
No longer dath our Shame appear; 
Salvation in thy Light we ſec. 


HE 
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6 Touch'd by an Unction from above, 
Our Eyes are open'd to perceive 
The Myſtery of redeeming Love,” 
The Death by which alone we live, 
7 Beholding as with open Face bes 
The G y of the Loxp, we 
From Strength to Stren 2 8 to Grace, 
And perfect Holineſs below. FEY. 
38 O might we thro? thy Grace attain 
The Faith Thou never wilt reprove, 


'The F aith that purges every Stain, 
The Faith that always works by Love. 


9 O might we ſee in this our Dar 

| © The Things belonging to our Peace, 
And timely meet Thee in thy Way 

Of Judgments, and our Sins confeſs; 


10 Thy fatherly Chaſtifements'own, - 
With filial Awe reyere the Rod, 

And turn with zealous Haſte, and run 
Into the out-ſtretch'd Arms of Goo. 


11 Behold Thou ſtandeſt at the Door, 
Thou knockeſt long at every Heart, 
Ready the Sinner to reſtore, 
And lift the Fallen up, Thou art. 


12 Thou calleſt all Men to repent. 
And all Men may obey thy Call, 
They may—the Stonieſt may relent; | 
Thuy Death hath bought the Grace for All. 


13 What Thou haſt lent we all may uſe, 
We all our Talents may improve; 
We need not, Loxp, thy Grace refuſe, 

Or ſtop our Ears againſt thy Love. 
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14 Thou haſt obtain d for us a Power rr 
Thy proffer'd Mercy to embrace, 
And All may know their gracious Hora x: 
And All may cloſe with ſaving Grace. 


Part the Third. 


AVIOUR of An, to Thee we bat: 
And own Thee faithful to thy Word; 
We hear thy Voice, and | open now 
Our Hearts to entertain our Log. 


2 Come in, come in, Thon heavenly Gueſt, 
Delight in what Thyſelf haſt given; 
On thy. own Gifts and Graces feaſt, 
And make the contrite Heart thy Heaven. 


3 Smell the ſweet Odour of our Prayers, 
Our Sacrifice of Praiſe approve, 
And treaſure up our gracious Tears, 
And reſt in thy redeeming Love. 


4 Beneath thy Shadow let us fit, | 
Call us thy Friend, and Love, and Bride, | 
And bid us freely drink, ang exe” *- © | 
Thy Dainties, and be ſatisfied. ” 


p O let us on thy Fulneſs feed, | 
And eat thy Fleſh, and drink thy Blood. | 
Ie thy Blood is Drink indeed, | 
Jesv, thy Fleſh is Angels Food. 


6 The heavenly Manna Faith i imparts, 
Faith makes thy Fulneſs all our own, 
We feed upon Thee in our Hearts, 


And find that Heaven and Thou art One. 
Ge 447-1 
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7 An Heaven begun on Earth we feel, 
Who conquer in the glorious Strife, 

And paſs oer Sin, and Earth, and Hell 
Triumphant to eternal Life. | 


S8 The Fulneſs of eternal Bliſs, 
We ſhall from Thee receive above, 
This the Reward of Conqueſts, this 
The Crown of all-viRtorious Love. 


9 Conqueror of Sin, and Hell, and Death, 
As Thou the dreadful Fight haſt won, 
And weareſt now th' immortal Wreath, 
And ſitteſt on thy Father's Throne; 


10 So ſhalt Thou grant-to all that fight, 
And conquer in thy mighty Name, 
To claim the Kingdom as their Right, 
Their Sufferings, and their Crown the ſame. 


11 Who bore thy Croſs ſhall wear thy Crown, 
Shall triumph in thy Victory, 1 
And in thy glorious Throne fit down, 
And reign in endleſs Bliſs with Thee, 


r "IR a i... 


— — * 1 : ** 22 


The Spirit ard the Bride ſay, Come? 


1 ORD, I believe, thy Work of Grace 
Is perfect in the Soul, 
His Heart is pure, who ſees thy Face, 
His Spirit is made whole. 


2 From every Sickneſs by thy Word, 
| From every ſore Diſeale 
Sav'd, and to perfect Health reſtor d, 
To perfect Holineſs. 
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3 He walks in glorious Liberty, 
? To Sin en 27 dead, 
The Truth, the Son hath made him Hos” 


| And he is free indeed. 


4 He lives, when Thou haſt wrought = 
The Work of Faith we bad Doi: 


Upright in Deed, and Word, and Thought 
He lives, and fins tio more. Tn 


5 TR his Soul thy Glories ories' ſhine, 
His Soul is all-renew'd, © 5 

And deck'd in Righteouſneſs Divine, 
And cloath'd, and fil'd with GOD. 


71 In Spirit join'd, and One with Thea, 
And purg'd from All His Stams, 


No Wrinkle of Inſirmn 
No Spot of Sin mages fg 
» He knows Thee now as ho is Known, 
Thy Fulneſs he receives, 


Fleſh of thy Fleſh, Bone of thy Bone, 
In Thee he ever lives. © -- 


$ This is the Reſt, the Life, the Peaa 
Which all thy People prove, 
Love is the Bond of Perfectneſs, 
And all their Soul is Love. 


9 Thy People are all fanctiſted, Ane i | 
And Thou ſhalt ſay to me, 
Thou art all fair, my Love, my Brids, 
* There is no Spot in Thos, 


- " «„ 4 
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110 5 Air as David guet, 
1 Fſalm ciii. * 4 
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100 joyful Sound of Goſpe]-Grace! . 
CHR15T ſhall in me appear, 


I, even I ſhall ſee his Face, 
1 ſhall be holy here. 


11 I ſhall from every Sin be free; 
(The Word of God is ſure) 
Walk before Him, and perfect be, 
And pure as God 1s pure, 


12 This Heart ſhall be his conſtant Home, - 
I hear his Spint's Cry, 

« Surely, He faith, I quickly come,” 4, 

He aith, and, cannot lie. 


13 The Gop of Truth Himſelf hath worn: 
On Him my Soul relies, 

My Soul on Wings of Eagles borne, 
Shall fly, and take the Prize. 


14 The glorious Crown of Righteouſneſs. 
To me reach'd out I view, 
Conqueror thr-œ Him 1 ſoon ſhall ſeize, . 
And wear it as my Due. 


I 5 The pramis'd Land from Piſgabis "SY 
— e San . 
My Hope is ed Ho 
Df Immortality. - 


16 My flutꝭ ring Sp'rit * my Breaſt, 
And ſwells, and f reads abroad, 
And pants for everlaſting Reſt, 
And ese into Gon... 


ing Pains, _ i 
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18 He viſits now the Houſe of Clay, SN 
He ſhakes his future Home: 


O wouldſt Thou, Lord, on this glad Day 
Into thy Temple come! 


19 With me I know, I feel Thou art, 
Blut this cannot ſuffice, 

Unleſs Thou planteſt in my Heart 
A. conſtant Paradiſe. 


20 My Earth Thou water'ſt From on high, 
But makeit all a Pool; 
Spring up, O Well, I ever cry, 
Spring up within my Soul. 


21 c O my Gov, Thyſelf reveal, 

Fill all this mighty Void, | 

Thou only canſt my Spirit fil: 
Come, O my God, my Goo! 


0 Fulfil, full my large Deſires, 
Large as Infinity, 

Give, give me all my Soul requires, 
All, al that is in "Thee! 


4b! 


A. 
my dear, loving Loty 


All bail the — hallewd Cre, 
All Thanks and Praiſe to Gop belong 


Amen to. all that Gop hath faid 


An inward Baptiſm of Fire 


Ariſe, my Soul, ariſe 


Awake, Jeruſalem, awake 
Away, my unbelieving Fear 


 Arvay, vain * that 5 awithin 


B. 


* ; 
- 


* 


Behold, ye $ * that mourn for Gop 
Be it according to thy Word 
* Honour, Thanks, and Praiſe, 
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Bleſt be the dear, uniting Love 
Break, ſtubborn Heart, and figh no more 


C. 


Cunxtsr, my hidden Life, appear 


CHRIST, our Head, and common Lorp : 


Come, let us join the Ho ofts abuvve — 
Come, let us cu gord Gop proclaim 
Come, let us whe in CBR1ST believe 
Come, LORD, and help me to rejoice 
Come, O Thou greater than our Hearts 
Come, O Theu Traveller unknown 


Beginning with the firſt Line of every Hy MN. 
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Come, to the Houſe of Meurning come 

Corrfert, ye Miniſters of Grace 
„ 

Depart, ye ranſom'd Souls, depart 

Draw near, ye Strangers to our Gon 


Draw near, O Son of Gor, draw near 


Drocping Soul, ſhake off thy Fears 


2 | . 


Ever fainting with e naw 
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F. 

Father, in the mighty Name | 
Father of Ins vs ChrisT my Lord 
Father of my dying Log 
Father of our dying LORD — 
Father F All, aubeſe powerful Voice 
Father of uncreated Light 
Forgive me, O n2-Juffering God 
. Fearntain of Life, to All below 
G. 

Genth Is us, meek and mild — 
Giver and Guardian of my Sleep 
Glory be to Gop about 
Glory to Gor, a , gracious Care 
Glory to Gor, whoſe gracious Porer - 
God of all Power, and Truth, and Grace 
Cop all Power, and Truth, and Love 
Gop F Laniel, hear my Prayer 
Gov ꝙ liraePs fairtful Three 
Gon f my Salvation, bear 
G0 of our Lift, at thy Command 


EET 


1 "XN E X. 
God of * Truth, and Pau = Lowe 
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God of unexbauſted Grace 


H. 


th = on his everlaſtin '2 Throne 
Happy Soul, who ſees the Day 
2. a Voice divides the Shy 


ave Mercy, Lok D, thy Wrath remove 


| Hear, JESU, hear, the Firſt ard _ 


Hearken to the folemn Voice 


2 and true, who haft the Key © 


ow beautiful his Feet af pear 


How f it the Man — 


oy 


Jesv, all Power is given to Thee 


Jes v, at whoſe ſupreme Commune: | 


Jzsv, Friend of Sinners, hear 
Jesu, fulfil the Gofpel-Word 
Jes v, gentle, lowing Lamb . ” 
Jesu, great Redeemer, hear 
Jzsv, ro a Sinners Prayer 
Jas u, my King, to Thee I bow 


| Tesv, my Savicur, Brother, Friend 


Jesv, my Strength, my Hape 
fesv, my Troft is in thy Mord 


JssU, Redeemer of Mauking . 
Jas u, Sin-atening Lamb 
Jas v, take my Sins away - 


Jesu, the Life, the Truth, * May 


Jesu, Thou know!'ſt my Simplene/; 
Jesu, thy wandering Sheep behold 
Jxs uv, united by thy Grace 


Jesu, what haſt Thou beftausd.. 


Jesu, wherewith ſhall I draw near | 


Jes us, Hall I never be 
D d 2 
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1055, the Truth, the Way 

Jes vs, Thou haſt bid us pray 
| # know that my Redeemer lies 
I know that my Redeemer hwes 
4 47 bearken what my Loxp 


i 
Lank of Go D, for Sire Ae 
Lamb f Gov, J. fam abend be 
Let the World lament and grieve 
Ter the World lament their Dead 
Let the World their Virtue boaſt 
Long have I labour'd in the Fire 


L6RD, I believe rhy Work of Grace 


Load, and am J yet alive — 
Loxp, and is thine Anger gone 
Lox, I believe thy every Word 
Lok, I cor 2 my Sins to Thee 
Lord, I gierig thy Grace 
Lon p / the rwe, hear 
3 ard my earneſt ff Cry 
_ of ll Children, Thee Thee 


M. 
% Parker, 225 Goy 
F auler, my F. ather, . bear 


N common 75 zn this I * 
7885 is like Jeſhuror? Go 


"ok 
0 but muſt J, Lone, return 


0 compaſſionate High-Prieft 
W an r to praife my Gov : 
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0 Bon of my Salvation, bear 

Q great Mountain, who art.thou ——— 

I in my Heart have Jaid — 

O great Mountain, who art bor —ͤ 2 

O happy State of Infancy —ſ 

O heavent ly King — — 

O Jxs vu, Full of Truth and Grace 

O Jesv, fill, fill ſhall J groan | 
Lory, my God, with Shame: 1 own x3 .. KY 

O Lowe, I languith at thy Stay * 

O Love Davine, what haſt I bu done 


O my falſe, deceitful Heart EI. <4 


O my Heart, what muſt f do + 
O Son of God, whoſe flaming Eyes 
O that ] had the Siluer Wings _. 

O that I was as heretofore __ : 
| O that my Load of Sin avere gone  ——— ._, 
O chat 2 ru rs Sracdse _— 
© the crusl Power of Sin '\ ne © 2 
O the dire Effect of 'in : 63 

O Thou that daft the Churches bear | — 
O Tbou, whom all thy Saints adre —— 
O Fhou, whoſe Eyes run to and fro —— 
O Thou that haſt the two-edg'd Sword —— 
O Thou, whom fain my Soul would love — 1 
O what ſhall I do — — 8 
Oft have I curſt my natal, Day ——— 
Q have we paſt the guilty Night 
Omeſciext GoD, whoſe Ey-lids u 
Qmoi/cient, ommiprejent King r 
Omnnipotent LoR D — n 
O Thou, who no.] what is in Min 8 


P. 


Peace be on this Fuſe beſtoru'd ＋ - — 4 as 
Prifencrs of Hope, Lift e, 
| Prophet ſent fron Gan 
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Wire, gie, ye falls Zace 
Rech and increas'd in Goods I WAS 


* 8. 3 | \ 
Sawinur of A; 4, to T hee ave Zea 


Sawicur from Sin, I await to prove 
See, gracious LORD, wvith pitying E yes 
Sinners, your Hearts lift up 
Son , Gop, If thy free Grace 
Sarely in the Lo RD we haus 


T : 
* 
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Try us, O Gov, and faarchobe Evened | 


The Children to, the Birth are come 
The Lord is King, and Earth Submits 
The LorD unto my LorD hath ſaid 
Thee, Iss uv, Thee, the Sinner Friend 
Thy Will be done, thy Name be biet 
"Tis thy Mercies, Log, 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt 


To the Haven of thy TO — 
; h T. 
Vain aelufrve World, adieu — 


Unchangeable, Almighty Lord 


W. 


' We magnify the Gift of GoD 
Welcom:, „ Fr 3 in no great Name 
What a Myſtery 

What fhall I do, jus 5 Go 
What ſpall I do * Gop A Hoc 
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INDEX 


What gal Ib 16 "ſcape the Hel | 
When, deareſt Lok D, when ſhall it be 
When, my Saviour, ſpall I be © 
Where is my Strength, my Faith, my Gop 
Who is this gigantic Foe 

Witneſs Divine, the juſt, and true 

Hoe is me! that wretched Man 

Moe is me! What Tongue can tell | 

' Wretched, helpleſs, and diff —— 


b 2 
Ye happy Sinners, * — 
Ter ſoon my wretched Heart — 
Yet flill aue glory in thy Name — 
7 e that paſs by, behold the Man — 
Ye Wi TN Ons. our Gop admire 
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